hora w€LS using her luscious lovely body us bait! 
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The town was open ... wide open ... and 
Lora Pat on was out to make a killing, 
using her luscious lovely body as bait! 
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SAMPLE OFFER 

She tilted her head and her eyes twinkled 
provocatively. "Don't you trust me, John?" 

As she leaned toward him with a coax¬ 
ing smile on her lips, the low neckline of 
her dress fell awoy slightly. Morgan stared 
boldly. 

"I'd feel a whole lot happier if I knew 
you better," he said with heavy emphasis. 

"If we're both in this together we'll be 
seeing a lot of each other," she suggested. 

"That's all right," he acknowledged, 
"but I want to know where I stand before 
I make any decisions." 

She smiled enticingly. 

"Well, why don't you try me?" she 
crooned, leaning against him so that he 
could feel the softness of her body. "You're 
a gambling man, John. Why don't you 
take a chance?" 

He reached out and switched off the 
lamp alongside the sofa. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


Lora saw him approaching. Her vantage point at the 
coat room gave her a clear wew of the night club's in¬ 
terior and she noticed this short, red-faced dbaract^ 
waddling unsteadily in her direction. She adjusted full 
red lips into a friendly smile and waited* 

He turned out to be the clutching type. When Lora 
gave him his hat he tried to take her hand with it 
“If you want a cab our doorman will be glad to flag one 
for you,” she said pointedly* 

The lush ignored her hint. He clutched her aim with 
one hand and pawed at her with the other. While she 
mentally debated strategy, Fred Dana came through the 
door from the street. His eyes narrowed as they shifted 
from Lora to the drunk Lora saw him standing and 
flashed him a helpless smile. He didn't smile back 
With long strides Fred moved very deliberately up to 
the coat room so that he stood beside the drunk He 
handed his hat across the wooden counter; did it in a 
way that jabbed his elbow sharply into the drunk's ribs. 
It was a jarring blow and the paunch shook up and 
down the fat guy's frame. He dropped Lora's hand and 
held his side, 

Fred regarded him with a humorless smile* “Excuse 
me, buddy” 

The drunk started to say something but as he measured 
himself against Fred's solid six feet one, he settled for 
a dirty look and staggered out Fred grinned. TLuc^ for 
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him he^s lined with blubber. I might have busted one of 
his ribs. Hows your hand, hoiey?” 

Lora held it up for him to see, “The fingers are still 
connected. Thanks, Fred.** 

“I hate strong-arm mashers. Besides, when you start 
holding hands with the customers, 1 want to be first on 
line,'' 

The girl bitished slightly and smiled into his eyes. “111 
lemember that,” she said softly* 

She took Fred's hat and put it away on one of the 
shdves behind her. He couldn't help shifting his ^es to 
follow her body. She was tall for a woman, about five- 
eight, and beautifully streamlined. A strapless green gown 
aooentuated the sensuous slope of her exposed shoulders 
and the soft swell of her breasts, 

Fred forced his glance back to hers, “The boss 
around?” 

Lora nodded. “In his oflSce. Don’t tell me you’re giving 
him legal advice at this hour of the morning?” 

“That's how it is with us lawyers,” Fred grinned “The 
only time we get any sleep is when the defense rests. See 
you later, honey.” He moved off and turned down the 
alcove that led to a door marked “private,” Lora watched 
him go and sighed audibly. 

For nearly a year, Fred Dana had been handling as¬ 
sorted legal matters for the Club In^ and its proprietor, 
Johnny Forand. He was a good choice for the job; 
smart, respectable, and with a growing reputaticm in the 
right circles, A legitimate ni^t spot, interested in main¬ 
taining an honest name for itself, needed a man Uke that 
and Dana filled the bill admirably, 

There were other qualities he had, too. Maybe they 
didn’t interest Forand particularly, but Lora had been 
struck by them from the very beginning. Fred Dana 
was still in his early thirties, nicely put together, and 
endowed with a generous helping of natural chamL 
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On the surface, Lora and Fred were good friends, 
easy and relaxed in each other’s company. But she only 
got to see him when he was visitiDg the club and then she 
was inside the coat room and he was out in ihe foyer 
and there was always the wooden counter between them. 

It was quiet at the dub that night, with only a scatter¬ 
ing of customCTS. By three in the morning the last strag¬ 
glers had departed and it was time to close. Lora took 
a last look around in the coat room and spotted the ^y 
fedora all by itself among the bare shelves. She realized 
that Fred was still closeted with Johnny Forand. That 
was odd. He’d been in thrae nearly an hour, and at this 
time of the night, too. Either they were swapping stag 
stories or something special was cooking. According to 
past performance, Club Inez’ legal problems needed no 
more than fifteen minutes to settle. 

Lora took down Fred’s gray hat and started to carry 
it to Forand’s office, but the door opened from the inside 
and Fred came out. He saw Lora standing in the foyer 
with his hat in hear hand and his face broke into an 
amused smile. “Don't tell me you’ve been holding it for 
me all this time. I didn’t know I rated that high with 
you.” 

Lora smiled back. "You should have asked.” 

“I’ve got my car here^” Fred said. “How about a lift?” 

“Iliat would be lovely, but it won’t amount to much. 
I live only a few blocks from here” 

Fred’s eyes twinkled. “I’ll take the long way home." 

He TnAatit it, too. At the first intersection, he turned 
off toward the lake front and drove along the broad high¬ 
way that hugged the water’s edge. Lora offered no 
protest. She snuggled down comfortably in the seat and 
rested her head back so the graceful curves of neck and 
bosom were silhouetted against the bright moonlight out¬ 
side. Fred glanced momentarily in her direction. 
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"I just happened to think," he said quietly, "ITiis is the 
first time I’ve ever seen you outside fie club." 

“How do I look out of captivity?" 

^ He turned away ftom the wheel and their eyes met 
“A little dangerous. I’d say. I’d have to spend more time 
with you before I was sure." 

“It's awfully late for that, tcmight* 

Fred nodd^ "Well, how about tomorrow? You're off 
tomorrow, aren’t you?" 

She reached out and squeezed his aim affectionately, 
jfou re sweet, Fred*'' ^ 

They didn’t speak much after that and presently Fred 
turned back and piloted the car to the girl’s house. He 
parked directiy in front of her door and Lora got out 
She peered back into the car and started to say good 
night At the last minute, however, the words wouldn’t 
come. Instead she found herself asking, "Would you like 
to come up for a while? Tve got part of a bottle of Mr. 
Farad's private bourbon,® 

He didn’t hesitate a moment but slid out of the car 
with a big grin. “Johnny Forand’s private bourbon hap¬ 
pens to be my favorite drink. I couldn’t think of a better 

way to end the evening,® 

He dosed the car windows and slammed the doors 
shut The next moment he dapped his hand to his head 
with a groan of dismay. "Oh, my God, the keys are in- 
sidel® 

Lora peered through the thick window glass and saw 
several keys on a ring hanging from the ignition lock. She 
couldn’t help laughing. 

Fred groaned in disgust "The keys to my house are 
locked in there, tool® 

Lora tried to keep her voice casual “Nobody home to 
open the door? Do you live alone?” 

“Tonight, I do.” 

"What does that mean?” 
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He tomed to and even m the dim light she cxmld 
discern the wooden expression that fell across his face. 
Tdy wife's ont of town visiting her sister," he said 
tonelessly. 

There was a long silenoe after tiiat Fred circled the 
car, pretending to test each door handle. Lora remained 
standing stifiBy at the curb, following his movements with 
unseeing eyes. He had answered the big question that 
had been insistently asserting itself in her mind all night 
But the answer left her with a dozen new questions that 
she didn't even know how to ask. 

He made the last turn around the car and came hack 
on the sidewalk. “They re all locked, and the windows 
shut tight, too, every one of them " he grunted, “Careful 
Charley, Aat's me." He affected a light-hearted manner 
but Lora observed that his eyes studiously avoided hers* 

For several moments she remained silent, trying to 
arrange her scattered thoughts. Then in a tone as light¬ 
hearted as his, she said, “What you need is a couple of 
shots of that bourbon* Then you'll be able to think more 
dearly*’* 

She took his arm and led him mto the apartment build- 

ing. 

The silence in the room was oppressive* Lora sat curled 
up on one end of the sda with the glass of bourbon 
cupped IQ both hands and her eyes focused intently on 
a comer of the rug* Fred occupied the chair near the 
window and puffed moodily on a cigarette* He had found 
a point of interest somewhere on the ceiling. 

Lora's thoughts were chaotic. Why had she brought 
him up with her? She was only torturing herself, sitting 
here in the same room with hffn, brooding bitterly over 
what he had told her. And why had he come? Did he 
really think it made no difference to her that he was 
manied? Did he put her m a class with girls like that? 
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His voice, cutting through the stillness, jolted her out 
of her reverie. "T feel like a chump, locking the keys in 
the car the way I did,” he said pointlessly. “I guess Td 
better see if I can find myself a hotel room somewhere." 

Lora continued staring fixedly at the rug. “It’s a shama 
your wife is away tonight of all nights.” 

He said nothing and made no move to leava 

“What’s her name?” Lora asked abruptly. 

“Alice," he said. “I don’t think you ever met her. She 
never comes down to the dub with me,” 

The silence returned to the room and Fred ground his 
cigarette into an ashtray and got to his feet. “Listen, 
Lora,” he said earnestly. “I want to tell you about my 
wife.” 

She looked up at him without expression. “Why?” 

“Because I think you ought to know. I should have had 
the decency to tell you about her when we were back 
in the car making dates.” He was upset and paced back 
and forth in the room with long, nervous strides. “It's 
true, 1 m maixied,” he said presently. “I’ve been married 
for eight years. I was young when I met Alice and she 
was young, too. We thought we were in love and we got 
married. Maybe we were in love at the time. I can’t 
say. But we’re not any more and we haven’t been for 
several years.” 

But you’re still married.” It was a challenge. 

“That’s true, we're still married and I don’t know how 
to explain it. Maybe it’s because I never understood how 
to get unmarried.” 

Tfoure a lawyer. If you don’t understand, who does?” 

“I’m not talking about the legal end of it. That’s simplel 
But there’s an emotional side, too. You live with a woman 
a number of years. You build a home with her and a 
circle of friends. Your life falls into a set pattern. In the 
begi nnin g you do everything because you’re in love, or 
think you are. Then whatever love there was evaporates 
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and YOU continue in the same way out of habit Yw're 
timid about breaking the habit It’s easier to contoue 
with the routine. So you take the easy way and let thmgs 
drift. And meanwhile the pattern becomes even more 
set* He paused and shrugged his shouldm. “I guess 

that’s about how it’s been.” 

Lora studied him with frank curiosity. “What does your 

wife think about all this?" ^ j . at • 

“It’s been some time since we discussed it Ahce is 
funny that way. U I were to suggest a divorce I’m sure 
she’d agree. Otherwise she’s content to let tilings remain 

the way they are.” ^ ^ 

“And are you?" The question was put with calculated 

bluntness, 

“Not any more,” Fred replied. “Not since I met you, 

^ffis eyes pleaded with her to beUeve him. Her head 
was spinning. “I’m not sure I understand what you mean, 
she said in a halting voice, 

Fred stood over her, looking down uncertainly- ^ m not 
sure I know myself, I like yon, Lx>ra, that much I do 

know. I like to be with you. But what else have I a right 
to say? How well do I know your He moved to the sofa 
and sat down beside her. “I meant it in the car when I 
said I want to spend more time with you. For weeks Ive 
been debating with myself whether it would be proper 
to approach you. And then, tonight, it aU came out 
backwards. I was talking dates before I had laid it on the 
line about my marriage. If you had spit in my eye down 
there on the sidewalk I wouldn’t have blamed you. ^ 
Lora gave him a rueful smile. 1 almost did, too. 
Then he took her hand in his and he was pleading un¬ 
ashamedly. “Lora, honey, I want you to give me a second 
chance. I want to be able to see you again. Not in the 
night club with strangers milling around . . . thats been 
the trouble up to now. I want to be with you alon^ 
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just the two of US-free to find out whether we mean 
anything to each other or not." 

He was jea^g toward her eagerly and she could fed 
the wamto of his arm pressing against hers. For one 
mom®t she w^ted to clutch him tightly and hold on for 
dear life But the impulse passed quickly and she became 
waiy rested, (^ntly she withdrew her hand from 
his and said, T don t know how to answer, Fred. IVe been 
up and down so many times tonight, I feel ke I just 

S Pva Me to 

nnderstandingly. "Sure, I know how you 
feel, mjafi you tomorrow afternoon as we agreed." He 
got to his feet and looked at his watch. “My God, it's 

“ 8 “ 

He poked Im hat up from the table and started for the 

m-dZ S’- 

t^ed and stared at her curiously. 

^eres im exto ^oom. you know," Lora contioued 

a f^t smile, and you might be able to squeeze 
into a pair of my pajamas " ^ 

He st(^ there imcertainly for a moment and then his 
fa<» broke mto a broad grin. “Getting to know you is 

f2J” *d r T* pleasure, darling," he said with genuine 
fe^g and took a couple of steps toward her 

stiJnXTi.*® ^ darkened room. 

was open wide and a gentle summer breeze drifted in, 
rustling the chintz curtains. ^ 

She’s probably asleep by this time, he thought 
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Somewhere outside, the hum of a ear came close and 
then faded away, Fred turned his head toward the 
window. In the distance, low on the horizon, a faint glow 
of light was visible in the sky. It would be morning soon. 
He turned over on his side and cursed softly. It was a 
mistake, staying here. He should have gone to a hoteL 
He’d never get any sleep as Icaig as he knew the girl was 
lying there just on the other side of the waH. 

A truck rattled by noisily in the street below and he 
sat up in disgust. His throat felt dry and he was restless 
and jumpy. What he needed was another shot. He swung 
his legs over the side of the bed and stood up. His shorts 
were twisted aU out of position and he fumbled irritably 
trying to arrange them properly. 

The bedroom led out on a small alcove and beyond 
that was the living room, Fred opened the door and 
shuffled quietly across the carpeting. He had a general 
recoUectioii of the layout and moved with confidence. As 
it turned out, his recollection was too general and his 
confidence misplaced. Emerging from the alcove, he 
banged his shin against the comer of an underslung coffee 
table. 

TDamnr 

There was a stkiing somewhere and Lora^s voice called 
out, ""Fred, is that youF’ For a moment he thought it 
came from the bedroom and that’s where he looked first 
Then he heard her speak again, “Is diere anything 
wrong?” 

This time he saw her, half reclining on the sofa, in¬ 
distinct and shadowy in the darkness that was beginning 
to fade before the morning light “Nothing’s wrong, 
honey,” he reassured her. "T just couldn’t fall asleep so I 
thought I'd see what the bourbon could do for me ” He 
felt his way to the sofa and sat down, "‘How come yon’r© 
out here? Isn’t it past your bedtime?” 

She chuckled softly, “I guess I’m not sleepy, either,” 
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"Whyr 

There was a long silence after that and Fred settled 
back on the sofa waiting, "*1 guess Fve got too much to 
think about,” Lora finally replied slowly, TIow about 
you?” 

He answered without any hesitation. “IVe got only one 
thing to think about and it's enough,” He reached out and 
found her hand* 

The girl didn't say anythiiig but left her hand in his and 
as she shifted her positioii on the sofa to get more 
comfortable, her bare leg brushed his and the touch of 
her warm flesh sent a tremor through him. He didn't want 
the drink any more . ,, not as long as he could sit beside 
her and feel her presence so dose to him. For several 
minutes they remained that way in silence, neither feeling 
the need to speak. Outside, the morning glow in die sky 
had brighten^ and the room was filled with a pale half- 
light that gave the objects in it a distant, unreal quality, 

Fred turned to look at Lora and noticed she was wear¬ 
ing a green negligee. 

He raised an eyebrow, *Trou must look cute in your 
sleep.” 

“Only in the summertime,” she smiled. Tn the winter 
I wear heavy fiannels. No one looks cute in heavy 
flannels” 

“Im glad this is summer,” He tugged gently at her 
hand to draw her closer to him. She came readily, turning 
her face toward him, her lips avid and moist 

He didn't kiss her at once. His hands stroked the sleek¬ 
ness of her taut body, electrifying it with the intimacy ctf 
his caresses. She ecmld almost hear the unnatural ham¬ 
mering of her heart and her full bosom heaved in the 
rhythm of her exaggerated breathing. Suddenly she 
gripped him savagely, urging herself upon him without 
restraint, crushing her quivering body against him until 
it pained. She was passion and fire, now, clinging to him 
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desperately, and as he bent her backward, *e first ra^ 
ofSSning sunlight flooded into the room and he saw h^ 
face flam with desire and hemd the inarticulate sounds 
bubbling through hex ripe, half-parted bps. 

Breakfast was cozy- Looking domestic in a 
veUow housecoat, Lora puttered over the eg^ and 
while Fred relaxed at the table in the dmmg alcove, 
watching her with mellowed appreciation. 

He leLed back in his chair and yawned luxun^y. 
lender what's going on at the office? Alette probably 
has the cops out looking for me by thw *^6; . „ 

Lora caiTied the eggs to the table with studied indiffer¬ 
ence. "Who’s Annette?" 

“My secretary." He looked up and smded ^ 

relax. She’s pushing fifty, has two mamed ^ 

three chins. Besides, the old girl is leavmg me, Fred 
added. “She's made up her mind she’s got to be ne^ 
her kids in California and there’s no tall^g her ^t dt 
it Last week she put her foot down and said eithra I 
get a replacement or I don’t have any s^et^ at alL And 
when Amiette puts her foot dovra, they hear it m 
basement." He shook his head ruefully. Its gomg to be 
rough finding someone as good as her . 

lira brought the coffee and sat down opposite hum 
“You mean someone with two children and jhree chins 
“I’ll settle for no children and two chins, he gnmt ^ 
“Tust find me a smart gal who can learn fast, whos 
dependable and doesn’t mind working cra^houK. He 
looked at her quizzically. "You'd be just perfect for it 
Lora blinked in surprise. “Do I have two chinsr 
“Only one, and it’s beautiful It would brighten up the 
office no end.” Despite the attempt at lightness ther^as 
an insistent earnestness in his speech and maimer. How 
about it, Lora, would you work for roer 

So he was serious, after all “I’ve got a job, she said. 
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Fred eyed her in sUence for a long time and she be^an 
to wonder if she had offended him. Presently he s^ 1 

gue» you might « well know Uiit uow m, LJ. to ^ 
weeks you wont have that job any more. Club toeTls 
^g. Johnny Fo™d has been haying a hard dme 

^t??n r"*!^ J"" to eall it .juits. 

thM « “Xl Fred observed 

that It shook noticeably in her unsteady fingers. “If it will 

l-^e you f«l mty better," be mldjqufck^ 

^ds to b^ ^e of the staff as weU M he Ll iS 

get a nice chunk of severance pay " 

be^'iiir'jSy? * attl. 

It ^ the mans turn to be surprised. “You sound as 

5^»rru?to“ ^ 

sHlK?’ ® she protested hurriedly. T can 

suddenly finding my- 

self out of a job that bothers me “ ® ^ 

Wve 

n.S:dtS:'wZ±s.,th“^”v.“‘' * 

the offerr she 3 3v why you're making me 

^gpm e asked stiffly. Because Club Inez is fold- 

TTiat's only inddental.” He smiled shrewdly. “Tm not 
hddmg myself about you, honey. A girl with your^o^fe 
know-how can go out an^time^and &dTse?^ 

to worry about supporting yourself, 

jdidi™ ?ve"’ g^rSd"^'^^*'^; 

Whothor or no. shoUam, d^ 
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Fred chuckled in amusetnenti Tfou drive a hard bar¬ 
gain, young lady. Okay, Ill give you the raise.” 

“I didn't take the job yet” 

“TBut you will, won't ymT He regarded her closely. 

She delayed answering, staring down at the white 
tablecloth and absently rolling a bread crumb under her 
finger. “I never did care for office work,” she muttered 
half aloud. 

"There are all Idnds of office work,” Fred observed. 
“How would you like to be an assistant to an alderman?” 

Lora’s head jerked up and she eyed hiiu curiously, 
^ou?” 

He smiled modestly. “Could be. There's a move on in 
town to kick the political madiine out of dfy halL It's 
only in the beginning stages but I've been fooliig around 
with it these past months and now there's taflc about 
running me lor office. You think you'd be int^ested m 
politics?” 

She shrugged her shoulders. “I make terrible speeches ” 

“Okay, so Ill make the speeches. You can kiss the ba¬ 
bies,” He reached across the table and took her hand in 
his. “What do you say, honey, do 1 tell Annette she can 
go to California?” 

Lora's lips curved in a faint smile, “Don’t rush me, 
Fred, I’ve got a right to think it over ” 

"What’s there to think about?” 

Her eyes met his. “For one thing, I wonder what your 
wife would think about the arrangement.” 

He leaned back and regarded her soberly. “So that's 
what’s bothering you." 

“Of course that’s what’s bothering me,” She jerked her 
hand out of his and her eyes flashed angrily, “For good¬ 
ness sake, Fred, I'm not a lump of day. This is more than 
a job we're talking about, isn’t it? I don't know what you 
have in mind, but I'm not used to playing third side in 
a triangle,” 
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He shook his head reproachfully. "ITiere^s no triangle. 
It's just the two of us " 

“The way I add it up^ it comes out to three,” she r©- 
torted caustically. 

“Youre adding it up wrong” A frown darkened his 
face. “I thought I explained how it is between Alice and 
myself. Were not in love any more.” 

“But she's still your wife ” 

He gazed at her for a long time with troubled eyes. 
“I do miything about that. . , not right now.” His 
voice was heavy and he spoke slowly. “I told you 1 expect 
to run for alderman. If I start fooling around with my 
marriage before the election, I might just as well forget 
about running.” 

There was a long, painful silence during which they 
avoided looking at eadi other. Lora srculad wryly, ^'Kind 
of messy, isn't it?” she muttered. 

“It doesn’t have to be,” Fred protested quicHy, “That's 
the reason I'm offering you the job." He rose from his 
chair and circled the table so that he stood over her with 
his hands resting on her shoulders. “I don’t want to lose 
you, Lora. I want to be able to see you often, to have 
you near me without having to sneak down dark alleys 
and meet behind back fences ” He hesitated a moment 
and added, “Am I saying the wrong things?” 

Lora looked away uncertainly. “I don't know. I'm 
having trouble deciding what's right and what’s wrong ” 

His hands tightened on her shoulders and he drew 
her up to him. “Why don’t you give it a chance, honey? 
I’m really not a bad guy to work for ” 

She was standing dose to him and suddenly, as he 
edged forward, her body was flat against his, feeling his 
warmth through the thin material of the housecoat The 
next moment he had her in his arms and hjs lips closed 
over hers and she was conscious of the bloc^ racing 
through her as though it had caught Are. 
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“You know, darling.” she murmmed dieamUy, "my 

steno and typing are awfully rusty.” . 

“Your st^o and typing don’t interest me the least bit, 

her head dubiously. “WiA that attitude 
not ^oine to get much work done* 

“You kniw something, honey?" he chuckled. I hope 

drew him down again, his Ups 
cheek and Ups and burned into the velvety hoUow of her 

ucck 

What Fred did not know-what nobody knew-was 
that his beautiful blonde conquest, although only 
three, was not exacdy inexperienced at this sort of 
Left bereft and destitute at seventeen, with ^ fourth- 
year-old sister to look after, Lora wast^ 
mourning her parents or the fact that she had no h^S 
relatives She was too desperate, so desperate, m fach 
that one day she accepted the offer of a leermg lad weU 
off enough to drive to high school every day m a relatively 

new Ford, _ ^ 

This youngster seemed at aU times to have plenty 

pocket moneys he also seemed quite a^ou^ 

pretty Lora into taking a ride with 

Since she had always turned down his mvitations, he 

took the Uberty one afternoon of stating that if she wo^ 

ioin him in the car for an hour, he would give her five 

dollars. Under the circumstances, the temptation was 

ereat-and Lora succumbed. 

She knew perfectly weU that the five dollars wodd 
require something more than just sitting on the seat 
s3e him. She had been raised quite strictly, toew httie 
of sex, but now that she was on her o^ 
would profit her to find out as much as she coidd alwut 
it Besides, she was fuU of curiosity about tius thing tot 
all of the fellows, and some of the girls, pnzed so highly. 
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^ woodsy spot, handed 

ovCT the 6ve, and immediately proceeded to initiate Lora 
in mysteries She could not say she enjoyed the 
episod^m fact she felt dirtied by it. and was doubled 
by guily feelmgs which interfered with her sleep But 
a few days later, the boy offered ten dollars. She con¬ 
sent^. And this time she began to understand what was 
so pleasurable about the boy-girl stuff, 

^ra had to stay in high school, because there she was 
ta^g ^ses in typmg and stenography which would 
^able her to m^e a living for herself and her kid sister. 

?n Ut® 5 somewhere. 

So begM talMg ndes not only with the boy in the Ford 

but Math other boys-and soon, with older men who 
payed much better. She realized perfectly well that she 
w^ d^g wrong. As soon as she could, she quit the 
whole thmg and got a job as a typist, then as a private 
secretary. By this time she was twenty-one, a^d not 
eammg nearly enough to live as she believed she and 

for the chorus of a roadhouse show. Her fine, lone lees 
^d her magnificent breasts-not to mention her wiLJe 
fac^ ^d st^g hair-enabled her to get the job on 
w^L T checkroom concession 

a W r“ “ n to Fred all she knew 

^ “d techniques she had learned 
m p^ked c^. hotels and motels. Besides, all that was 
in the past. So as he embraced her now, she responded 
^ly. straightforwardly, but none the less eoTusias- 

In a nrom^t they had assumed the classic attitudes 

ll T\u unself-consdous need, leavened 

wh^ ^ ^ handsome creatures 

who respected each other, th^ lifted each other to^e 
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heights, provoked in each other such delights as neitih^ 
had ever known before, 

"Fred,*" she gasped, when it was over, "'you're the very 
best man a girl could want ” 

He could not be aware of what a compliment that 
was, coming horn her. 



CHAPTER TWO 


The first week on new job, Lora learned about Fred 
Dana's budding political career. 

Local politics centered almost exclusively around a 
well-knit political machine that dominated every ward 
in the city. It had been this way for years. Occasional 
flashes of resentment from the voters sometimes produced 
a few minor reforms but never really theatened the ma¬ 
chine's solidly entrenched positiocL 
This year, however, the picture seemed to be changing. 
First there was the scandal concerning a two-hundred- 
thousand-doUar sewer contract that failed to produce 
any sewers. This was followed by disclosure, involving 
gambling pay-offs to the police and a red-light district 
diat viitu^y operated with neon lights. 

There arose the inevitable cry for reform and for the 
first time the popular indignation was accompanied by 
tangible activity. It took the form of a Citizens’ League, 
dedicated to sweeping the culprits out of office in the 
next election. The League began in a big way, attracting 
to itself a considerable number of prominent local names. 
It ran several well-attended meetings at which tbe ma¬ 
chine bosses were dragged through the verbal wrings. 
But the politicians refused to be alarmed. The elec¬ 
tions were six months off and six months is a long time 
, , , long enough for people to forget and tempers to 
cool. Let the steam blow off now, whm it couldn’t do 
any harm. By election day it would be a different story. 
What the politicians were unable to foresee was that 
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right in tiie heat of the reform uprising, Ellis Gossett, 
the incumbent alderman from the fourth ward, would get 
himself run down by a milk truck and die at a most 
inopportune time. The deceased politician had to be 
replaced and that meant an election . . . not six months 
in the future, but now, when the pot was boiling and 
public opinion was running hi^ 

The "»gfhine forces began to squirm uneasfly. Days 
went by and they showed no inclination to call the special 
election. John Horgan, the shrewd, experienced boss, 
tried to cover up by suggesting that a spec^ election 
would be a waste of public funds. This wasn’t the most 
tactful approach considering Horgan's past record with 
the taxpayers dollar. Some of the voters got a big laugh 
out of it but most of them reared up and bellowed 
angrily. 

And finally the Citizens’ League took the issue to the 
courts. They hired Fred Dana to argue the case for them 
and in a brilliant presentation he gave Horgan a thor¬ 
ough legal liddng. The fight for the special election was 
won. As a by-product, Fred entered politics. He moved 
right into the top circles of the League where he was 
eagerly welcomed as a valuable recruit. 

Lora learned most of this from Fred. The rest she 
picked up while sitting in on the innumerable con¬ 
ferences that took place in Fred’s office. She enjoyed the 
conferences. They broke into the boredom of her regular 
chores. But somehow she couldn’t work up the same en¬ 
thusiasm for the great clean-up crusade that the others 
seemed to share. The whole thing appeared to hex as a 
tempest in a teapot Sure. John Horgan’s machine was 
crooked. So what? That was politics. 

During her time at Club Inez, she had met several 
m^nbeis of Horgan’s organization. They had always 
struck her as decent fellows, a little coarse perhaps, with 
loud clothes and voices to match, but always generous 
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with a dollar. And then there was Barney M(^e(ni. He 
was a wheel in one of the wards and Lora had known 
him since Aey'd grown up together on Sumner Avenue. 
You couldn’t find a nicer guy than Barney. So what was 
all the noise about? 

But if this was what Fred liked, she wasn’t going to 
argue. She sat in on the conferences, taking notes as she 
was instructed, and keeping her opinions to herseE 

She had reason to suspect that Fred's interest in the 
Citizens' League was not entirely idealistic either. There 
was the time she suggested that he might do betta: fw 
himself if he threw in with Morgan’s boys who still 
occupied the driver’s seat and were professionals in these 
matters. 

Fred eyed her shrewdly and shook his head. “There’s 
no future for me with that bunch," he explained. “In die 
fot place I’d be a Johnny-come-Iately with them and 
in the second place they don’t need me. But the main 
thing is that they’re going to take a liddng this time. 
We’ve got the fourth ward for sure and once we break 
through we’ll be in a position to hit hard in the regular 
election six months from now.” He puffed at his cigar and 
smiled with satisfaction. Tm taking the long \dew on 
this thing, honey. Alderman is peanuts. But after I’m 
alderman, the next thing is the district attorney's office. 
That's something I could never get from Horgan’s 
crowd* 

So there it was. Not a word about principle. He was 
just hooking on to what he considCTed to be the winning 
team. Well, that was all right, too. Principles were fina 
but it was also important to come out ahead. 

To hear Fred tell it, there was no question but tbaf 
he had the J^gue nomination sewed up. Yet one day, 
as the deadline for officially designating the aldermanic 
candidate drew closer, Lora heard it in a way that was 
considerably different 


I 
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It was late in the afternoon. Fred had been on the 
phcHie almost continuously since lunch. He came out (A 
the inner office carrying his leather briefcase and smiling 
broadly. "You can congratulate roe, sweetheart,” he an¬ 
nounced, “it looks like I've got the nomination in the 

bag.” 

Lora raised her eyebrows in surprise. “Is that some¬ 
thing new? I thought it was settled a long time ago. 

“Not exactly,” he explained, “Of course, I was always 
pretty confident but now I've got it worked out where 
I can't lose. One of these days I'll tell you the whde 
story.” He lifted his hat off the clothes tree near the 
door. Tve got to run over to see Cy Lodigs and tie up 
that last loose ends on this thing. Dmi Ewing may show 
up with a mailing list for me. You can leave that on 

my desk.” 

"Who's Dan Ewing?” 

It was Fred's turn to register surprise but then he 
smiled and said, “That’s right, you never met Ewing. 
He’s been out of town these last two weeks. 

“Have I missed anything?” 

Fred shrugged his shoulders. "You can decide for your¬ 
self when he shows up. Give him a nice smile, though. 
He swings a lot of weight in the League . . . t« damn 
much weight, if you ask me.” He twisted the dwr^ob 
and started to leave, then hesitated and looked Mck. 
“Incidentally, don’t mention anything to Ewing about 
my going to see Lodigs this afternoon.” 

Lora smiled. “A little intrigue?” ^ 

Fred winked. “It happens in the best of parties. He 

pulled the door open and left 

Lora waited until six o'clock and when Dan Ewing 
failed to make his appearance by then, she tidied h^ 
desk, covered her typewriter, and closed shop for the 
day. Her high heels beat out the short distance to Uie 
elevator where she pressed the buzzer and waited. 
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Presently the ear came and she started to enter. At the 
same moment a rather tall, slim man stepped out and 
moved hesitantly down the corridor, scanning the office 
d^ numbers as he went. Lora hesitated and followed 
him with her eyes, watching him stop before Fred’s 
office. He carried a tan manila envelope in one iianft 
“Mr, Ewmg?^ 

He looked toward her in surprise, “That's right?" 

Lora gave him a polite smile. “I didn’t thinV you’d 
show up any more today. I’m Fred Dana’s secretary.' 

How do you do?” He retraced his steps back to the 
elevator.^ ‘Tm sorry Tm late. I got stuck in the traffic 
uptown." He held out the envelope. “This is the Tuaiimfr 
list for Fred.” ^ 

Lora took it and tucked it under her arm. “Thank you. 

I might ^ well take it with me and bring it in tomorrow 
morning.” She stepped into the elevator car and he fol¬ 
lowed right behind her. 

“I hope you didn’t have to stay late on my account,” 
Ewing said apologetically as the doors closed and they 
started down. He was a young man, about Fred’s age, 
with close-cropped sandy hair and light blue eyes that 
seemed to twinkle even when his face was serious. 

Lora smiled, "I can see you don’t know the kind of 
hours my boss keeps. This isn’t late at all.” 

“Crac^ the whip, does he?" 

“Old mule train himself.” 

The twinkle in the blue eyes was more pronounced. 
“You should report him to the Better Business Bureau, 
Maybe they’ll get you a whip of your own.” 

The car stopped at the main floor and they passed 
^ough the building lobby out to the street. Ewing said, 
“My car’s parked a couple of blocks from here. Can I 
drop you anywhere?” 

Lora hesitated. '1 live on Decatur and Ridge but I 
wouldn’t want you to go out of your way just for me.” 
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He waved aside her objectioii* “The only thing out of 
the way is my car. It"s murder hndiiig a parking spot in 
this part of town.” 

She fell into step alongside him as they moved up the 
street away from the building. “You re new with Fred, 
aren t youF' Ewing remarked. “The last time I was up 
at his office there was another woman working there.” 

^es, that was Annette. She left two weeks ago,” 

He grinned, “Probably couldn’t stand the whippings* 
How do you like your job?” 

“I like it fine,” Ltora replied^ “especially the political 
end of it I always wondered what goes on in those 
smoke^fiUed rooms they talk about ” 

Ewing laughed. “Well, the Citizens^ League isn't 
typical. Were a clean government movement; we even 
ffiter the smoke.” 

When they were driving uptown, threading slowly 
throu^ the hea\^ evening traffic^ Ewing said, *Tm sorry 
I didn't get to see Fred this afternoon. IVe been out 
of town and I'm curious to find out how things are 
going.” 

“From what I can make out, ftiey seem to be going 
fine,” Lora observed, “Fred's very optimistic.” 

“That’s good to hear,” he commented. “What do you 
think?” 

She shrugged her shoulders. “Anything I think is only 
a guess. I m strictly an amateur.” 

“We're all amateurs and we're aU guessing,” he grunted, 
“including Fred.” 

“Maybe so, but he's awfully confident all the same* 
He's got me convinced that come election day Ill be an 
alderman's assistant” 

Ewing glanced at her sharply. “He really is confident, 
isn't he?” 

The way he said it made her look up and she saw 
him eyeing her curiously. “Is that bad?” she asked* 
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“Is what bad?^ 

“Fred s confidence. I mean, if you get mto a thmg lilce 
this, the idea is to get elected, isn't it?” 

“Is that what Fred says?” 

Lora nodded. “I think he's right, too,” 

Ewing was looking straight ahead again, watching the 
traffic, ^es, I suppose he is,” His voice was low and 
restrained. “I was only thinking that before you can get 
elected, you have to be nominated.” 

The silence in title car was stifling. Lora's eyes darted 
to the man and then she averted her head quiddy as she 
felt the blood rushing to her cheeks. A moment before 
she had been enjoying the lift home and Dan Ewings 
pleasant company. Now she was anxiously scanning the 
street numbers flitting by, wishing she were already home 
and out of the car. As though from a distance, she heard 
him say, "Of course I'm not saying Dana won't get die 
nomination. That'll be decided when the steering com¬ 
mittee gets together the day after tomorrow. You may 
be an alderman's assistant, yet” 

She turned back to him and smiled wanly, “I don’t 
know if I can stand the suspense,” 

He glanced at her sympathetically, “I didn’t mean to 
upset you. If I did. I'm sorry,” 

His boyish grin broke the tension but for all that, the 
coDversatiDn suff^ed for the rest of the ride. Lora was 
reUeved when the car finally pulled up before her address 
and she was able to get out. 

“Thank you very much for the lift, Mr, Ewing,” she 
said politely, 

“Hey, wait a minute.” 

She turned back and eyed him curiously, 

"YouVe got a name, too, haven't you?” he said. “Or 
does that slave driver, Dana, just give you a number?” 

*Tm sorry,” she laughed. "The fuU name is Lora Patou 
but Lora is sufficient” 
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“Swell, Lora. I'll be seeing you.” He shtfted into first 
and the car pulled away from the curb and disappeared 
in the traffic. 

Fred was already in the office when Lora came to work 
the following morning. He was seated at his desk, study¬ 
ing a file of papers, and looked up to greet her with a 
bright smile. “I see Ewing never showed up widi the 
mailing list yesterday,” he remarked. 

Lora removed her hat and fluffed out her hair, soft 
and feathery. **As a matter of fact he did,” she replied. 
“IVe got it here " She handed him the manila envelopa 

“Thanks ” He returned his attention to the papers on 
his desk. 

Lora remained standing opposite him uncertainly. 
Presently she said, ”How's your nominatioii coming?” 

“Fine, it's practically all wrapped up.” He spoke with¬ 
out raising his eyes from the papers, 

“I understand the steering committee makes its seleo- 
tian tomorrow.” 

“That’s right” 

“Are you sure youre not being overconfident?” 

This time he looked up and regarded her quizzically. 
“Whats eating you, honey? You sound like you got a 
bad case of political jitters.” 

She hesitated a moment and then nodded. “Maybe 
I have. The way Ewing spoke yesterday afternoon 
bothers me.” 

Fred stiffened and leaned back slowly in kb swivel 
chair. “What did Ewing say?” 

“Nothing specific,” she replied uneasily, “but he didn't 
seem so sure you'd be nominated.” 

'*How did that ever come up?” There was an anxious 
edge in his voice. 

"He gave me a lift home ” Lora explained, “and we 
got to talking about the political campaign and he asked 
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me how I thought it was coining. I told him you seemed 
pretty sure you'd get elected and . . 

*Tou told him that?'' Fred leaped out of his chair and 
stared at her in dismay. ^^My God, Lora, what the hell 
did you have to tell him that for^ 

She backed away in confusion. ""I—I didn't know there 
was anything wrong in it He asked me my opinion and 
I gave it to him * 

‘That's not all you gave him.” He turned away and 
strode to the window, staring out with his back to her. 
‘'Dammit, Lora, you should have known better than to 
go shooting yoiir mouth off to Ewing about my nomina¬ 
tion.” 

“Why should I?” She was hurt and angry at his un¬ 
restrained outburst. “You never told me it was a secret 
In fact, I stiU don't know what this is all about.” 

He whirled around and faced her wrathfully, T*!! tell 
you what it's all about Dan Ewing has been pushing 
his own man for the nomination , . , Arnold BaUender, 
and you've givm him just what he needs to shove 
BaUender in.” 

“How?'' 

“What's the difference how? It's a complicated story.” 

She eyed him acidly. “That's right, dcai't tel me. Just 
let me stumble around in the dark and pull a few more 
bon^.” 

The ice in her voice brou^t him up sharply. “Okay, 
you might as well know the rest of it” He came back to 
the desk, shaking his head dolefuUy. “In addition to 
BaUender, Cy L^gs also is working for die nomina¬ 
tion, He didn't want to do it, but I talked him into it 
The idea was to split the steering committee down the 
middle between those two men so they would have to 
look around for a compromise candidate.” 

Lora began to understand. “You?” 

“It was supposed to be me until you splUed the beans. 
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I had it an worked out with guys on bodi sides ready 

to back me " 

“And what makes you Riink they won’t back you 
now?" 

His lips curled into a scornful sneer. “Because Ewing 
is no dope. Hell go right to Lodlgs and tell him the score. 
How do you t^hink Lodigs is going to feel whoi he learns 
Tve been greasing my own way aU the time I was sup¬ 
posed to be pitching for him? I don’t know exactly what 
will happen, but I know it won t be good." 

“I thought it was out in the open. You never told me 
about all this maneuvering.” 

“I see,” he drawled sarcastically. “So now it’s my fault?” 

“I didn’t say that.” 

“But you meant it” 

"Well, if you insist, maybe I did." Her eyes blazed with 
anger. “It wasn't my business to know what kind of fast 
deal you were cooking up unless you told me. The 
Citizens’ League is supposed to be a clean government 
party with all the cards on the table. Next time you 
want to sneak an ace up your sleeve, better let me 
know.” She turned on her heel and stalked out of the 
room to her desk in the outer office. 

Fred started to follow her but then changed his mind. 
Instead he slammed his own door shut and moved slowly 
back to his desk, his mouth a tight, hard line, his brow 
furrowed with deep thought lines. Finally, he picked 
up the phone and called Cy Lodigs. 

Lora was seated at her typewriter when Fred emerged 
from his office a short time later. He wore his bat and 
carried bis briefcase and his face was a grim mask, I m 
going out,” he announced curtly. “I probably wont be 
back any more, today.” 

As he moved to the door Lora said, “I’m sorry, Fred, 
j_J wish there was scanething I could do to fix it up. 
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He looked back coldly. “I don't think there is " Then 
he was out and the door closed behind him. 

She remained hunched over her typewriter^ staring 
absently at the keys. There was no anger in her any 
longer. That had evaporated, leaving a feeling of deep 
oonoem. She had messed things up badly. Sure, she had 
done it unwittingly, but that didn't alter the fact that 
Fred's political plans w^e headed for the rocks. She 
could understand his bitterness. 

For a long time she sat there, scarcely moving as she 
mulled over the disturbing situatioa Presently she 
reached for the black telephone index in the top right- 
hand drawer. She found the number she sought and 
dialed it. 

“HeUor 

‘‘Mr. Ewing, please.*' To h^ surprise, her voice was 
steady. 

‘This is Mr. Ewing.* 

“Hello, Dan. This is Lora Paton." 

“Well, how are you, LoraP This is a pleasant staprise.** 
There was genuine pleasure in the man's voice. “How 
are things at the salt name? Your boss stiU cracking the 
whip?" 

A little bit,” The unintended irony of the question 
made her wince. T was wondering if I could see you thi s 
afternoon, Dan? I know this sounds funny, but there's 
something Td like to discuss with you.” 

It doesn't sound funny at all. It sounds very nice.” 
He paused briefly and then added. “The only hitch is 
I'm all tied up for the rest of the day and late into the 
night.” 

T just need a few minutes,” 

"Gosh, I don't even have a few seconds, my schedule 
is as tight as a drum. But how about dinner tomorrow 
evening?” 

T m afraid that will be too late,” Lora said quickly. 
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“It’s important that I see you before tomorrow moming.’’ 

There was a moment of silence, then he said, “You 
mean bdEore the steering committee meets?” 

“Well.., yes.” 

Another pause and he asked, “Is it Fred’s nomination 
you want to talk about, Lora?” 

She bit her lip and hesitated. Finally she said, “Some¬ 
thing like that. I think I gave you a wrong impression 
yesterday afternoon. Td like a chance to dear it up.” 

His voice was different, now, heavy and careful as 
he spoke with slow deliberation. “I don’t think there was 
any mistake, Lora, except perhaps that you said som^ 
thing you shouldn’t have. I’m sorry if that puts you m 
a bad spot with Dana. It wasn’t your fault and I hope 
he understands that. I also hope he’s not going to allow 
this business of the nomination to change his attitude 
toward the Citizens^ League. 

She caught her breath sharply. “You mean he’s not 
going to be nominated?” 

“I don't ^hitik so. Cy Lodigs stepped out of the picture 
last night and threw his support to Ballender.” 

“Oh." It was hardly more than a breath of sound, 

“I guess that’s what you wanted to know, isn’t it, 
Lora?” he said thickly, 

“Yes, that's about it Thank you, Dan.” 

“Not at all I’m sorry the news isn’t better for you,” 
He hesitated and then added, “That offer I made about 
dinner tomorrow evening ... it still holds, if you re 
willing . . 

“Thanks a lot, but I’m afraid I’ll be busy tomorrow 
evening.” 

She dropped the phone back into its cradle and stared 
at it with unseeing eyes. So Fred had been right. He 
probably didn’t know yet how right he had been. Tomor¬ 
row morning at the Steering committee meeting he’d find 
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out* She shudder^ at the thought of facing hfnri after¬ 
ward. 

Would Fred want her in the office after this? Would 
Fred want her, period? The thought sent an icy tremor 
through her and suddenly she couldn't sit quiedy any 
longer. Quickly she stood up and moved restlessly about 
the room. And then even that failed to ease the tension 
that had gripped her and she snatched up her hat and 
bag and sought some kind of relief in a cup of coffee 
at the drugstore counter downstairs. 

When she returned to the office a short time later, the 
feeling of helpless despair was gone. With confidence, 
she sat down at the phone and dialed, 

A crisp, feminine voice on the other end of the line 
said, "McKeon Realty.” 

“Hello, Gladys, is Barney in?" 

“Oh, hello. Miss Paton. Yes, he is. Hold on, please" 
A moment later Barney McKeons rough baritone 
boomed at her. ‘TiOra, honey, it's good to hear from 
you. HowVe you been?” 

“Just fine, Barney, How about you?" 

“I can't complain, except that I haven't seen you in a 
month of Sundays.” 

Lora chuckled softly. “If that’s your only complaint, 
we can fix it simply enough. Why don't you take me out 
to dinner this evening?” 

“You mean it s as easy as that?" 

“When it comes to eating. I'm never coy.” 

“Okay, honey, you got yourself a meal. When do you 
get hungry?” 

“At least three times a day but Ill only hold you for 
diimer. Pick me up at my place around six.” 

She hung up and smiled wistfully. It was nice to know 
she still had a couple of friends. 



CHAPTER THREE 

Among his ward-heeler pals, Barney McKeon was known 
as Tiny. He measured well ov^ six feet, had the hulking 
shoulders of a wrestler and a massive frame to match. 
His round, florid face was dominated by a prommen^ 
fleshy nose, but it was the baby blue eyes and the 
diminutive mouth that expressed die man's gentle, easy¬ 
going character. 

Sitting opposite Lora that evenhig in a restaurant booth 
several sizes too small for him, he leaned his elbows 
on the white tablecloth and gazed at her fondly. 

“So you turned respectable and settled down l^hind a 
typewriter. How do you like it?” 

“Not bad. I'm getting a fast legal education at no extra 
cost.” Her eyes twinkled mischievously. "One of these 
days m be able to draw up your will ” 

"Don't rush me,” he grinn^. T m still a young 
Forty-three is still young, isn’t it?” 

"I wouldn't know. I never tried it” 

The waiter appeared with their orders and they con¬ 
centrated on food. Presently Lora asked, "How's politics, 
Barney? You ve got an election coming up, haven't you?” 

"You ought to know. Your boss is giving us a rough 
time.” 

"You mean the League is. Get your guilty parties 
straight” 

“It’s the same thing * 

"No, it isn't,” Lora insisted. "Did you hear the news? 
They’re nominating Arnold Ballender.” 

37 
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The politician jerked his head up from his plate* "When 
did that happen?'’ 

"Tomoixow mommg, Tm giving you an ejiclusive,* 

He shook his head in genuine suiprise. 

that's one for the books. 1 had it figured Dana 
was their man for sure.** 

“So did Dana." There was a tinge of bitterness in 
Lora's voice. ^*He’s not feeling very happy today. Hell 
probably feel worse tomorrow." 

"I’ll bet." Abruptly the politician flung his napkin down 
on the table and made an effort to squirm out of the 
booth. “Excxise me a minute^ hon^,** he muttered 
apologedcaUy. "I’ve got to make a phone call." 

“Take it easy, your food wiU get cold," Lora smiled. 
"If Horgan doesn't know about it already, another few 
minutes won't kill him. Besides, if you think this is news, 
wait till you hear the rest of it" 

Slowly he settled back on ihe leather upholstery and 
eyed her with undisguised interest “Okay, you got an 
audience.” 

She brought the martini to her lips and drank it down 
to the bottom. Presently she said, “Have you people 
picked your candidate yet?" 

McKeoo frowned impatiently, "Are you telling me 
something or asking?” 

“A little of both,” she smiled. *‘Relax, darling, and eat 
your dinner. This may take a little time.” 

He hesitated briefly and then said, “What the hell. 
I'm not giving away any secrets. No, we haven't. Horgan s 
been waiting to see who the Citizens’ League puts up. 
That's why I want to call him ” 

“Well, if you're patient, Ill give you something to 
really call him about 1 think I have a candidate for 
yoiL” 

“Who?" 

“Fred Dana, my boss.* 
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McKeon’s jaw dropped and his little month hung open 
in astonishmenL 

“Think it over before you start arguing," Lora said 
blandly. "The smartest move Horgan can make is to run 
Dana against Ballender, It’s no secret that you people 
are in trouble. ThCTe isn’t a man in your stable who can 
beat the Citizens’ League this time. But Fred can. That’s 
why you should convince Horgan to run him.” 

“In a pig’s eye, I should," McKeon grunted. “Why, 
John would think I’d Mown a fuse if I fed him an idea 
like that" 

“Okay, you take me to Horgan and I’ll feed him the 
idea.” 

“Don’t be funny. He wouldn’t even listen to you." 

“Wouldn't he?” She leaned back and tilted her head 
provocatively. McKeon’s eyes drank in the loveliness of 
her faoe^ the graceful curve of her neck, and the upward 
lift of her full breasts, sharply outlined by the close- 
fitting dress she wore. 

A slow grin spread across his face. “On second thought 
maybe he would at that” 

"Then you’ll take me to him?” 

He looked down at the table and picked nervously at 
his food. *1 don’t know. It doesn’t m^e sense.” 

"What doesn’t make sense?” 

“Running Dana on the party ticket Nobody would buy 
that” 

“Of course not,” Lora agreed. “But suppose some kind 
of independent committee were to put him up; a nice 
respectable committee with some businessmen on it, a 
few lawyers and social workers, and maybe even a judge 
or two. Suppose you had something like that plus Fred's 
reputation, would it make a package or wouldn’t it?” 

"What about the party? Don’t we put up any candidate 
at all?” 

“A token candidate,” she replied promptly. “Any lemon 
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will do and Tm sure yooVe got plenty to pick from 
among your boys^"’ Now that she had his interest, she 
leaned forward across the table and spoke swiftly, ^t 
would be a three-way race , , . Ballender, Dana and 
some John Doe from the party. Dana would puU away 
some of the Citizens' League support on his own, and 
with the party pushing for him in the background, there 
would be enough to clinch it” She leaned back again 
and eyed the man with quiet self-assurance, doesn’t 
sound so ciSLzy any more, does it?” 

McKeon pursed his lips thoughtfully, "*Maybe you’ve 
got something . , 

“But?” 

“But I don’t go for Dana, He may be an okay guy 
personally, but he’s strictly Citizens' League matenaL 
We need someone we can be sure of.” 

“You can be sure of Fred,” Lora said evenly, 

“How do I Imow that?” 

“Because Im tellmg you,” 

He eyed her curiously. “What gives with you and 
Dana, Lora?” 

The blood rushed to her face but she met his gaze 
without wavering. 'Xet's not talk about that, Barney ., , 
let's talk about tiie elections.” 

“Okay, honey,” he apologized “If I ^ke out of turn. 
I'm sorry.” 

“Its all ii^t, there’s no harm done. Some day maybe 
Ill tell you about it Meanwhile I want to know if youH 
take me to see Horgan.” 

“It’s a terrible risk for me, Lora. Now that I think it 
over, I just can’t see why I should take sudi a terrible 
risk. Horgan might resent it if I seemed to be taking up, 
so to speak, vrtth the enemy. Why should I risk it? You 
shouldn't ask me to do that, Lora ” 

She thought carefully, weighing the situation. 
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Tm not asking you to do anythtog, Bam^, she said. 
Tin simply making a proposition.” 

“But you're not offering anything. In fact, my guess is 

you don’t have anything to offer.” 

“I don’t?” she laughed. Again she leaned back provoc¬ 
atively, giving him the full effect of her slim yet volu|^ 
tuous figure. At the same time, she looked him straight 

in the eye, , - , -j 

“I get it” He licked Ms Bps, “All right, he said, ^1 

right, Lora. You’re worth the chanw. I’ll give him a ring 
and try to set up an appointment.” 

“If your call is successful,” she promised, “I’ll give you 

a night you’ll never forget.” 

men they had finished their coffee McKeon excused 
himself to phone Horgan. When he returned, his face 
was spread in a satisfied smile of accomplishment. Its 
all set,” he amounced, “John’s got some kind of party 
going tonight, but he said to come over anyway. Maybe 
if he has enough drinks m Mm, youTl have a better 

chance,” 

**Srin skeptical, aretft youF’ Lora observed, 

“Just cautious. Tbis is your baby, honey. Tm only 
going to introduce you to Ae man; after that you re on 
your own. If he doesn’t like it, I don’t want him to get 
any funny ideas about me. 

“Fair raiough,” she agreed. 

“Now, what about my debt?” 

“My very first chance, Barney. I’D pay you back m 

^So she was back to prostituting herself, she thought 
She had meant to keep herself an honest girl for the rest 
of her life, no matter what. But Fred was too much 
for her. She loved Fred. She bad to see that he got ah^d 
at any cost—and especially, she had to make up for 
inadvertently sabotaging his nomination by the Citizens 
L^eague. 



42 


SCARLET CITY 

John Morgan’s party turned out to be a considerable 
affair. As Mc£eon maneuvered his car up the gravel 
driveway that led to the big stone mansion facing the 
lake, Lora could see the lights bla 2 ing in every window 
and the soimds of music mingled with loud talk and 
laughter drifted out into the night air. 

Sounds like a real brawl, the woman observed un¬ 
easily. T wonder if I’m dressed for the occasion.” 

“Don’t you worry,” McKeon assured her. "You can 
walk into this place wearing dungarees and you'll still be 
the belle of the ball" 

“Spoken like a true politician,” Lora chuckled. 

It was a large party and a boisterous one, with dozens 
of guests millin g around in the spacious downstairs rooms 
and overflowing up to the floor above. Lora recognized 
quite a few familiar faces from her night dub days; 
prominent men of all varieties, and luscious ladies mostly 
of one variety. 

She didn’t get to see Morgan until Barney had piloted 
her into an inner room where three bartenders were 
busily dispensing drinks across a fairly large bar. It was 
only after a taU cool glass had been placed in her hand 
and she had a little time to survey the festivities that 
the host made his appearance. He came down a broad 
inahogaay staircase from the upper floor, a stocky, barrel- 
chested man with a swarthy, rugged face and dark eyes 
under shaggy eyebrows. Barney pointed him out to Lora 
from a distance and she had the opportunity to study 
Him unobserved, 

^Kind of attractive^ she oommented dispassionately. 

He thinks so, Barney grunted, “I meant to warn you, 
You^ have to be fast with your reflexes when you talk 
to him. A beautiful woman always gives John big ideas 
and he^s not the bashful type,” 

Lora acknowledged the advice with a nod and turned 
to get another look at the man. He had paused at the 
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foot of die staircase to dbat witii several of his guests 
and he had one aim coiled around the slender waist of a 
high-bosomed, fiammg redhead who leaned against him 
with unabashed enthusiasm* 

"Who’s the glamor girl?’* Lora asked* 

Barney shrugged his shoulders. “Search me. Just a 
dame.^ 

“Doesn’t he have a wife?” 

"He had one, Eileen, but they got divorced a couple 
of years ago*” 

As they were talking, Horgan glanced in their general 
direction and recognized Barney* Quickly, he unhooked 
himself from the r^^ead and crossed to where they were 
standing* 

‘Well, I see you finally made it,” he said m a loud 
booming voice* The remark was addressed to Barney but 
his eyes were on Lora, roving boldly over her figiure, 

“John, Fd like you to meet Lora Baton, an old friend 
of mine ” Barney said, 

“Pleased to meet you, Lora*” He offered her his hand 
and as the woman took it, she could feel the latent power 
in the thick, stubby fingers. Horgan turned to McKeon 
and said, “I hope you didn’t bring tins lovely lady here 
just to talk politics?” 

“That's the general idea. She’s got sometiiing she wants 
to discuss with you * .. about the fourth ward*” 

“I can see this is hardly the time and place for it,” 
Liora apologized hastily, "I guess neither of us realize 
what we would be walking into " 

Horgan beamed at her, **WeTl get a chance to talk a 
little later” With practiced ease, he slipped his arm 
through hers and led her back toward the bar. “Right 
now, let’s put something into that empty glass you’re 
holding.” 

Barney watched their retreating figures with narrowed 
eyes that betrayed a mixture of amusement and concern. 
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Then, with a shrug of his shoulders, he tossed off the rest 
of his drink, deposited the empty glass on a nearby table 
and strode out of &e house. 

No woman could have asked for a more attentive host 
than Joba Horgan. The only trouble was Lora hadn’t 
asked for this at all Not tibat she objected to die man’s 
company. On the contrary, she found him rather fasci¬ 
nating. He wasn’t quite her type, but he did have a 
Idnd of heavy-handed chann that intrigued her by virtue 
of its novelty, if for no other reason. 

Heavy-handed was certainly the name for it As the 
evening wore on, it seemed to Lora the man was all 
hands. He danced with her, drank with her and sat and 
talked with her and somehow he always managed to have 
an arm twined around her waist or a restless hand pawing 
at her shoulders. Otherwise he was nice company, roughly 
amusing and highly complimentary. 

At two in the mormng, when the party had thinned 
out to handful of tired couples, Lora began to fidget. It 
was late and she was tired and if she hung around much 
longer she would be the only one left She didn’t relish 
that prospect Horgan was all right when there ware 
people around to hold him in line but if she had to be 
alone with him, she doubted that he would want to talk 
politics. She doubted that he would want to t a l k at alL 

They were sharing a sofa and Horgan had just finished 
telling her for tile twentieth time that she had the kind of 
eyes that drive men to murder, when she broke in to 
say, ‘It’s getting late, John. Maybe we can take a few 
minutes out, now, to talk about the fourth ward elec¬ 
tion.” 

He patted her knee caressingly, letting his hand linger 
a little longer tiian was necessary, "You’re absolutely 
right, kittea Just let me say good night to these good 
people who are leaving and we 11 get down to business ” 
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The word * 1 ) 11510653 ” was punctuated with the kind of 
wink that left Lora uneasily aware of rough sailing 

ahead. , , , 

She lit a cigarette and puffed at it langaorou5ly as she 
watched him move unsteadily through the living room 
to the wide f(^er where a half dozen men and women 
were clustered at the door. Finaffy the last one was out 
and he came back to where die sat. 

•Do I talk now?” I^ra asked pointedly. 

■Do you have to?" His eyes played over the curves 

of her body. 

That's what I came for.” 

“Hell, that was five hours ago. We didn’t even know 
each other then. Now we’re old friends.” He shffted to¬ 
ward her almost imperceptibly and his fingers tightened 

on her shoulder. _ 

Lora’s smile was brittle as she said, “You dont need 
much time to get acquainted, do you?” 

“Just about five hours,” he laughed. He was leaning 
heavily against her and she could feel the rise and fall 
ct his thick chest 

Abruptly, Lora shook herself free and stood up. “You re 
not being fair to me, John,” she said accusingly. The 
party's over and we’re supposed to talk politics.” As she 
reached down for a cigarette on tiie cocktail table in 
front of the sofa, she caught a glimpse of his eyes study¬ 
ing her intently from beneath their dark, heavy brows. 
Then he shrugged his shoulders and said, “Okay, anyway 
you say. Suppose you tdl me what’s on your mind about 
the fourth ward.” 

Lora blinked in surprise at the sudden switch. Maybe 
this would be easier than she had expected. She found 
e '4iair opposite him and then swiftly, in dear, brisk 
sentences, she outlined the plan she bad presented to 
Barney McKeon at dinner. 

Horgan listened intently throughout, his face an ex- 
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pressionless mask. Not until Lora was finished did he 

speak. Then he said, "Did Fred Dana send you to see 
mer 

Lora shook her head. “This is my own idea. What do 
you think of it?" 


Its smart, he replied approvingly. 

A M of exultation rippled through her. "You mean 

Its brilliant 

Horgan smiled tolerantly. “Lets not go overboard. 
Its got some weak spots, too." 

“Meaning?" 

“Meaning Fred Dana. Suppose we run Dana and he 
gets elected, will he really be our man?” 

It was the same question that had troubled Barney 
but now Lora had a better answer to it "If you don^ 
inn Dana then Ballender will get elected and you know 
hes not your man. 1 can’t give you any iron-dad 
guarantees, John." she continued. "All I can say is you’ve 
got a chance with Fred to save yourself from a bad 
licking on election day." 

His face twisted into a scowl "What makes you so 
sure were going to get licked? We’ve still got a few 
tricks up our sleeves ” 


“The way things stand now you’U need more than a 
few tacks, Lora retorted. "You’ll need a first-class mira¬ 
cle. The people in this town are fed up with the mess 
they’re looking for a new broom." 
well give them a new broom,” he insisted. “You 
watch what happens tomorrow.” 

eyed hm curiously. “What are you talking about?" 

He leaned back and smiled smugly. "I really shouldn’t 
tell you ^ but I guess it can’t hurt Tomorrow after¬ 
noon were sending a dozen squad cars up Steuben 
^enue for the biggest vice raid this town has ever seen. 
There U be a padl^ on every house by the time we’re 
through, and the headlines in the evening papers will 
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be so big, no one will even notice tliat Ballendear's been 
nominated,” 

He paused to let the impact of his disclosure take its 
full effect. Lora refused to be impressed, “You re whistling 
in the dark,” she sniffed scornfully. “Do you think one 
phony grandstand play is going to wash away all tiie 
other dirty linen? What about the sewer scandal and the 
bookie pay-offs and all the other stuff die Citizens’ 
League has been hoUering about?” Her lips curled up in 
a derisive sneer, “Fear a minute I thought you had some¬ 
thing, but if that's what you^re pinmng your hopes on 
you might as well toss in the towel, now, and save your¬ 
self a lot of wasted energy ” 

The sting of her scorn made him squirm uneasily, 
"You^re pretty sure of yourself, aren't you?” he growl^ 
resentfully, 

“Facts are facts and thare's no point in our playing 
games with each other,” She gave him a friendly smile. 
“Tm the one who really should be sore. I'm offering you 
a gilt-edged proposition and you’re giving me a rou^ 
time” 

He responded the way she had hoped he would. The 
smoldering resentment in his eyes disappeared and the 
hard lines around his mouth relaxed. “So you think Dana 
will level with us?” 

“I’m positive he will ” 

He shook his head uncertainly, “I wish I could be so 
positive. All IVe got to go on is your say*so ” 

She tilted her head and her eyes twinkled provoc¬ 
atively. “Don’t you trust me, John?” 

As she leaned toward him with a coaxing smile on 
her lips, the low neckline of her dress fell away slightly, 
revealing almost the full pink curve of her voluptuous 
breasts. Morgan stared boldly, 

“I'd feel a whole lot happier about tlm deal if I knew 
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you better,*' he said with heavy emphasis. There was a 
challenge in his voice that couldn't be mistaken. 

Lora felt her nerves draw together into a tight knot* 
So that s what he'd been getting at. It was just the way 
Barney had said; women gave John Horgan big ideas and 
he wasn't the bashful type. She looked away, feeling his 
eyes greedily roving over her body, 

"If we re both in this campaign together well be seeing 
a lot of each other,** she suggested hesitantly. 

It wasn't good enough, Horgan wasn’t buying futures, 
‘That’s all right,” he acknowledged, "but I want to 
know where I stand before I make any decisions," 

He couldn't have put it any more bluntly than that 
She thought of Fred and pictured him after the steering 
cominittee meeting when he would know that he wasn't 
getting the nomination. The thought was like a hot knife 
cutting through her. 

With a great effort she raised her eyes to Horgan and 
smiled enticingly, “You want to be sure you can trust me, 
is that it, John^ She sat down beside him on the sofa* 
T guess that's it.” 

“Well, why don't you try me?” she crooned, leaning 
against him so that he could feel the softness of her 
body. “You're a gambling man, John, Why don't you 
take a chance and find out?” 

He needed no other encouragement. With a quidk mo¬ 
tion he reached out and switched off the lamp alongside 
the sofa. The next moment his arms closed around h^ 
and his lips burned along the side of her neck. She met 
his lust in her own way, with a detennmed passivity, 
responding only meehanlcally to the urgency of his pas¬ 
sion. 

And then suddenly it was impossible to resist. With a 
mounting sense of horror she was conscious of a searing 
fiame burning through her and then she was caught up 
in the compelling demands of his hungiy desire. 
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The intensity of his ardor was almc^ frightening* His 
muscular frame seemed to engulf her and his heart 
pounded so that each one of its beats hammered at her 
quivering breasts. As he twisted her down she moaned 
pitifully and sunk her teeth into her lower lip while he 
spent Ws str^gth on her. 

Finally he let her go and lay back, panting and 
exhaust^. She remained motionless, her labored breath¬ 
ing coining in convulsive, painful gasps and her body 
jfilled with self-disgust and loathing. She had one ann 
flung over her eyes though the room was dark, and die 
kept it that way, dreading the thought of having to look 
at him again. 

And then she heard his voice, close to her, at once 
triumphant and insinuating* ‘TThis is gonna be one hell 
of an election campaign, kitten. Like the expression goe% 
politics makes strange bedfellows.” 

Lora shuddered. This was no man to play around with, 
in bed or elsewhere. She realized she had taken the first 
horrible step, involuntary as it may have been, and had 
become involved with him* He could not forget this 
night and neither could she. 



CHAPTER FOUR 


Lora got to work late the following morning. She sighed 
wearily as she sat down at her desk. John had promised 
to discuss the preposition with his people this morning 
and give her the verdict later in the day. ‘Its just a 
formality,” he had assured her- *1 can't pull a deal like 
this without talking it over with the boys first. But don t 
you worry, kitten, if I say it s okay they won’t argue ” 
That's how they had left it and now she had an in¬ 
terminable day ahead of her until she learned wheth^ 
or not she had accomplished anything. 

The time dragged painfully, Lora killed some of it 
doing her nails and there were intennittent phone calls 
to relieve the tedium. But when it seemed a century 
had crawled by and her watch showed only two-thirty, 
she was ready to scream. Then Fred walked in. 

As he came through the doorway, Lora looked up 
eagerly and smiled. He barely nodded to her. His eyes 
were sunk deep in their sockets, heavily shadowed and 
his mouth was a colorless, grim line that curved down¬ 
ward at the comers. Without removing his hat, he moved 
slowly across the room into his own inner office and shut 
the door after him. Lora sighed unhappily. 

If the time had dragged before, it was virtually at a 
standstill now. Lora waited for what seemed to be ages, 
her eyes glued to Fred's closed door, watching for him to 
reappear. Finally her patience gave out. She rose to her 
feet and moved toward the inner office. 

Fred was slumped in his green s wivel chair, still wear- 
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ing his hat and staring out of the window back of the 
desk. A bottle of bourbon, almost empty, stood on the 
polished desk top with a paper cup beside it 

Lora crossed the room and circled the desk so that 
she stood directly behind him. “If you don’t want to tell 
me about it. that’s all right, darling,” she murmured 
softly. “But don’t hide from me.” 

'Tm not hiding and I’m not holding out on you,” he 
grunted. “They nominated Ballender.” 

There was a long silence which Lora didn’t know how 
to break. For a brief moment she toyed with the idea 
of revealing her negotmtions with Horgan, but then 
decided against it. Until the matter was clhiched b^ond 
question it was wiser frar her to sweat it out alone, 

I’m sorry, Fred,” she said presently. “I know how you 
feel, but you shouldn’t take it so hard.” 

“^at do you want me to do, bust out laughing?” His 
voice was harsh and bitter. “There was nothing funny 
about the job they did on me .,. Ballender, Lodigs and 
your boy friend Dan Ewing.” 

"He’s no friend of mine," she remonstrated gently. 

In answer, he tilted the bottle to fill the cup again. 
It was empty, 

“Damnl" He slammed the bottle down on the desk and 
heaved himself up to his feet. His face was flushed and 
he swayed unsteadily. 

“You had better go home,” Lora urged. “Take a cab 
and go home and sleep it off.” 

“The hell with that.” He lurched past her toward the 
door. T gotta wash this thin g out of my mind or I’ll 
blow a v^ve.” 

Her eyes followed him apprehensively. “Fred, where 
are you going?” 

He didn’t bother to look around. “Downstairs to get a 
drink.” He pulled the door open and disappeared into 
the corridor. 
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There was no point to dbasing after him. Maybe a jag 
would do him good. It was more important to wait for 
Horgan's call That was the key to ttie situation. If the 
news was good, everything else would clear up. If th© 
news was bad . . . She didn't dare think that far ahead. 

Horgan's call came shortly after four ©'dock. Lora 
held her breath as she beard the politician's rough sand¬ 
paper voice booming in her ear. “I got good news fcff 
you, kitten,” he announced exuberantly. 

She had difBculty keeping her voice steady. *Tfou mean 
it's settled?” 

*"A11 we have to do is iron out the details with Dana. 
When can I see him?” 

She bit her lip in dismay as she thought of Fred drink¬ 
ing himself silly m the bar downstairs. “He's not around 
right now,” she murmured evasively, '1—I don't know if 
hell be back any more today. Suppose I call you first 
thing in the moming and set up an appointment?” 

"Good enough.” There was a pause and then he said, 
"How about setting up an appointment for you and me, 
kitten? I know a place where we can eat steaks as thick 
as your aim.” 

She grimaced in annoyance. "Not tonight, John, To¬ 
night I'm going to bed early like a good girl” 

“Okay, how about tomorrow night? It doesn't have to 
be steak. I know a swell lobster joint” 

"You'd better ask me again tomorrow, I have a better 
appetite when I'm rested,” 

As she hung up she shuddered with distaste. She had 
been afraid of this, A man with John Horgan’s highly 
developed animal impulses was bound to come back for 
more. Once Fred's nomination was official, she would 
have to find a way to discourage him . 

'The thought of Fred brought her up sharply. She 
snatched up her things and rushed out of the cffiee. 

There weren't more than a scattering of customers in 
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Jimm/s bar and grill, downstairs, when Lora came 
through the doorway. Her eyes traveled the length of 
the bar and then along the row of booths that lined the 
opposite wall. There was no sign of Fred. Slowly she 
edged up to die front end dE the bar and waited. 

Jimmy Fanelli, the proprietor approached her with a 
snile of recognition. “How do you do. Miss Paton. You 
looking for your boss?" 

“Was he here?” 

“He left about twenty minutes ago." 

“I see." She started to turn away and then looked 
back. “He didn’t happen to mention where he was going, 
did he?" 

The man hesitated for just a second before he shook his 
head slowly. “No, he didn’t, but if you want my opinion 
he should have gone right home. He was in pretty bad 
shape.” 

Lora glanced at him anxiously. TDrunk?” 

“Loaded. I neva seen him go for the stuff like that 
before.” He eyed her inquisitively. “Anything wrong? 
Anything I can do?" 

A worried frown clouded her face. “It depends. I ve got 
to find him. I just hc^e he had sense enough to go home. 
She managed a weak smile. “Thanks a lot, Jimmy." 

When she reached the door he called after her, “Wait 
a minute, Miss Paton." She turned. 

“How badly do you have to see Mr. Dana?” he asked, 
“I mean, is it something that can’t wait?" 

Lora’s eyes narrowed. “Jimmy, if you know where he is, 
you must tell me.” ThCTe was no mistaking the urgency 
in her voice. 

The bartender looked away uneasily. “I hate to do this, 
Miss Paton,” he mumbled. “You’re sure, now, that it can't 
wait?” 

She clutched at his arm and gripped it tightly. “For 
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God’s sake, Jimmy, quit st allin g. We’re not playing 
games.” 

He still hesitated and his face was now a deep crimson. 
“It won’t do you any good even if I tell you and I know 
damn well he wouldn’t want me to.” 

*What happened, Jimmy, did he pick up a woman and 
take her to a hotel, is that it?” 

The man threw her a startled look, “Something like 
that,” he said heavily. “He went out to Steuben Avenue.” 

“Oh." Now it was she who avoided his eyes. 

“You shouldn’t hold it against him,” Jimmy added 
hastily. “I told you he was loaded. When a guy gets that 
way he don’t really know what he's doing.” 

“I suppose not,” she murmured and moved toward the 
door. Suddenly she froze in her tracks and her heart 
was beating violently. Steuben Avenue. That's where 
John Horgan was staging the phony vice raid. She 
whirled around and confronted Junmy with feverish 
eyes. “Did Fred say where he was going on Steuben 
Avenue?” she demanded. “Did he have an address?” 

The bar proprietor blinked in astonishment. “Now, 
wait a minute. Miss Faton, you can’t go looking for him 
there.” 

“Did he have an address?" Her voice was like a crack¬ 
ing whip. 

“I don't know. He didn’t mention any.” He regarded 
her with a worried look. Take my advice and keep 
away from that neighborhood. It’s no place for a re¬ 
spectable woman.” 

“It’s no place for a respectable man, either,” she 
retorted bitterly. 

For only a moment she stood there, chewing nervously 
on her lower lip and staring down at the floor with brood¬ 
ing eyes. Then, swiftly, she crossed to the phone booth 
at the rear of the tavern and called Barney McKeon, 

He greeted her exuberantly. "Congratulations, baby. I 
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heard the good news a litde while ago. You really sold 
Horgan on tliat sdienje-” 

She thanked him impatiently. “Do you know anything 
about Horgan’s vice raid this evening?” 

“How did you hear about it?” 

“What’s the difference? Do you know if he’s going 
through with it?” 

'There was a pause. “As far as I know there’s been no 
change ” he finally replied. “The cops should be moving 
out Acre any time now.” 

She felt her knees go weak and it took an effort to 
stand erect 

“Why do you ask?” Barney’s voice came through in¬ 
quisitively. 

“Fred Dana is visiting one of the houses on Steuben 
Avenue,” she barely murmured. 

“Whatl" 

“He left about twenty minutes ago, high as a kite. I 
just heard about it” 

“Holy smoke, this is terrible,” Barney groaned. “If^the 
oops drag him out of there it’ll be in all the papers. 

“I know. What can we do?” 

“Do you know which house he went to?” 

“Tm afraid not” 

A silence and then, “Listen, suppose you grab a cab 
and meet me at the comer of Steuben and Belmont Tell 
the driver to step on it We don’t have muth time but 
maybe we can find Dana before the cops do, Damnl 
He picked her up in his own car at the designated 
comer and ordered her to take the wheel. “There are 
more than a dozen places in the next four or five blocks, 
he grunted. “If he’s anywhere on the avenue he’s in one of 
them. Come on, let’s get going,” 

Lora drove him to the first building he indicated, a 
three-story red brick structure among a row of similar 
houses that lined both sides of the steet Anxiously, from 
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behind tJie wheel, she watched him mount the stone sto<^ 
two steps at a time and ring the belL It took a while be¬ 
fore there was any answer but finally the door opened 
and she caught a glimpse of henna-dyed hair and then 
he was inside and the door was closed again* She gripped 
the wheel tightly and waited. 

Less than five minutes later, Barney reappeared^ shak¬ 
ing his head grimly. "He's not in there,” he muttered as 
he climbed back into the car, "The next one is at the end 
of the block. There are two of them there^ on opposite 
sides of the street” 

Lora released the clutch and the car shot forward. At 
the comer Barney leaped out again, glancing briefly 
across the street. "Keep your eye on that house,” he said, 
“the second one in, with the green door. Ill try this place 
first,” 

Again she waited alone in the car, her body taut and 
quivering under the emotional strain. The avenue was 
deserted; just rows of parked cars at both curbs, and the 
stillness of the evening weighed down on her oppressively. 
Then suddenly, she gasped fearfully as she heard the 
faint wail of a siren, rising and falling far off in the 
distance. 

With frantic eyes, she turned to look at the door behmd 
which Barney had disappeared. It was closed and the 
windows with the heavy drapes and drawn blinds gave 
no sign of life. Her gaze darted to the other side of the 
street. The next moment she was out of the car and 
ru nnin g toward the green door, her heels clicking a nerv¬ 
ous tattoo on the pavemottt. 

She was trembling as she rang the bell and waited for 
what seemed to be a thousand years. She couldn't hear 
the siren any more and for a fraction of a second she 
grasped at the hope that she had imagined it in the first 
place. Then the door opened a few inches and she found 
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herself staring into a pair of cold gray eyes, heavily 
shadowed in Uiick layers of mascju-a, 

“What do you want?* The woman’s voice was deep 
and husky, almost like a man’s. She had a cjoarse, heavy 
face framed in a thick mass of bleached straw-blonde 
curls. The splotches of rouge on her cheeks and the 
brilliant crimson smear of her mouth were almost like a 
mask. 

I-Fm lookmg for someone^ Lora stammered m eon- 
fusion, “a friend of mine * * 

‘'What s the name?” 

She hesitated uneasily, trying to peer into the shadows 
beyond the woman, ‘"His name is Fred, he*s a tall man 
with blond hair ” 

‘^ou ve got the wrong place. There^s nobody like that, 
here ” The door started to dose. 

"Wait a minute, are yon sure?” Lora exclaimed, Tt s 
very important” Desperately, she flimg her weight against 
the door. It flew inward and she stumbled forward into 
a dimly lit foyer that reek^ unpleasantly of a sweet 
doying scent From an inner room there was the sound 
of subdued dance music coming from an unseen radia 

“What do you think you're doing?” The heavy voice 
was dose behind her, 

Lora swung around and retreated several steps befcM-e 
the menacing hostility d the madam, who loomed before 
her, huge in a garish dressing gown that hung loosely 
open, revealing the voluptuous sweep of an enormous 
bosom, 

Tm not trying to make any trouble ” Lora pleaded 
hastily. Tve got to be sure about Fred. He was wearing 
a gray suit and a gray hat* 

“I told you there's nobody like &at here ” The woman 
seized.her roughly by the arm and started to force her 
hack toward the door. "TTou get out of my house before 
I have you locked up,” 
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“What’s going on here?” It was a new voice, a man’s 
thick, uncertain drawL The madam’s grip relaxed 
momoitarily and Ix)ra twisted her head to see a short; 
middle-aged man with a bald head and a heavy paunch 
swaying unsteadily at the other end of the room, “What 
the hell happened to my drinks, Frieda? I’m as dry as 
a. . 

He broke ofiE as he noticed the younger woman and his 
face twisted into a lecherous leer. “Oh, brother, where 
did this come from?” 

Frieda moved to him quiddy. “You go back inside; 
Sam. This has nothing to ^ with you.” 

“Thass what you thmi,” the drunk winked slyly and 
shoved the flat of his hand against the woman’s full bosom 
to push her aside. “You been holding out on me, Frieda. 
Thass no way to treat a steady customCT,” 

Lora backed away as he advanced drunkenly. “She’s 
right, I don’t belong here,” she told him. “I guess I’m 
in the wrong place.” 

‘Wrong place my eye. You ain't foolin’ Sam, baby.” 
With unexpected agility he darted forward and clutched 
at her greedily. It happened so quickly, Lora had no op¬ 
portunity to avoid him and as she attempted to twist 
away, she lost her balance and fell into his arms. His 
breath was hot on her cheek and his hands pawed inti¬ 
mately over her body. 

‘Xet me go," she shouted, struggling to break free. 
"Get your hands off me." 

Then there was a new voice that roared, “Get away 
from her." In the same instant the sharp crack of a 
stinging slap split the air and the drunk was staggering 
back across the room holding his cheek. 

Lora saw Barney’s broad figure flash past her as he 
strode directly to big Frieda and glared at her balefully. 
‘Tfou better learn how to control your customers,” he 
growled. “Get that guy out of here before I kill him." 
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The madams eyes darted nervously back and forth 
between Lora and the politician. “What do you want 
from me?” she protested meekly. “This dame comes 
busting in here yelling about some guy she’s looking for. 

I never seen her before. How am I supposed to know 
she’s with you?” 

“Okay, you know it now. We’re looking for a guy 
named Fred, a good-looking guy with blond hair and ...” 

“He's upstairs,” Frieda interrupted with a shrug of her 
shoulders. “You want me to get him?” 

“I want you to take me to him ., . and fast This is im¬ 
portant.” 

Without another word, she swung heavily around and 
led the way up a flight of stairs at the rear of the 
foyer. 

Barney turned to Lora. "You wait down here, honey. It 
won’t be long.” He followed behind the madam, pri¬ 
ding her forward. “Come on, Frieda, get a move on. 

Lora hesitated, darting an apprehensive glance at the 
drunk who stood against one wall, still holding his cheek 
and eyeing her resentfully. Quickly she crossed the room 
and mounted the staircase. 

She reached the landing just in time to see Barney 
disappear into one of the rooms at the far end of the 
thickly carpeted hallway. ’ITrat was as far as she could 
go. She leaned against the wall and waited, fighting down 
the feeling of nausea that threatened to overwhelm her. 
From the open doorway there was an undertone of talk 
and then a woman’s voice, loud and brassy, said, “You 11 
have to carry him out. In his condition he aint good for 
anything . . . and I mean anything.” 

'Then Frieda’s voice said, “Shut up, Marie,” and the 
next moment a tall, long-limbed brunette, with long dark 
hair hanging loosely down over her naked shoulders, 
emerged from the room. She carried a filmy negligee 
over one arm and paused in the hallway to slip into it 
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As she did so, Lora’s eyes swept over the generous curves 
of her full, statuesque figure, with its satin skin and ripe, 
uptilted breasts. 

The girl turned toward the staircase and stopped 
abruptly as she saw Lora standing there, ashen and 
trembling. She stared vrith a puzzled frown. Then a 
mocking gleam flickered in her dark eyes and she said, 
“Who are you, his wife?" 

With a (^oked cry, Lora ran out of the room, into the 
street. 

The wail of the sirens almost drove her back. There 
were many of them now, sounding loud and dear and 
coming doser very rapidly. Lora rushed to Barney’s 
parked car, flung open the rear door to hold it in read¬ 
iness. She glanced fearfully up the long avenue and at 
that moment the first squad car came into view, racing 
around the comer severd blocks away. 

“Barney!” The cry burst from her lips involuntarily. 

As though in response, Barney appeared on the high 
stoop with Fred’s limp figure slung over his shoulder. 
Lora started toward him but he waved her har-V . “Get in 
the car and start tfie motor.” 

In a flash she was behind the wheel, shifting into gear 
and ready to release the dutch. There were more police 
cars on the avenue, now, bearing down in their direction 
from behind, Barney came lumbering up, his face flushed 
and his chest heaving from the exertion. Hurriedly, he 
worked Fred into the back rf the car and jumped in 
himself. 

“Okay. let’s beat it,” he panted. 

The car lurched away from the curb and roared down 
the avenue. Through the rear-view minor, Lora saw the 
police cars slow down and come to a stop. Then they were 
out of sight as she swerved off at the first intersection. 

"You can take it slower now,” Barney canKr^^ 
"Nobody s going to chase us.** 
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She stopped the car entirely. “You take the wheel I 
can’t drive any more.* 

They made the change. Barney came up noot aod sbe 
shifted over to make room for him. 

“You want to sit in the back with Danar 

“I’ll stay here.” She kept her eyes strai^t ahead 
Barney glanced at her warily. “You sore at him?* 

“No, I’d just rather not see him in this condition. 

“I know what you mean.” He started up the car again. 

"Where do we go from herer 

"You drop me off at the next busy street and Iff grab 
a cab. Then you can take Fred home.” 

— “Wait a minute,” Barney protested. “Ain’t you coming 
along? This guys a stranger to me.” 

“If he w^es up you can introduce yourself. She 
gazed at him with pleading eyes. I cant come along, 
Barney. He mustn’t ever know that I was here with you. 
You can understand ftiat, can’t you?" 

The man nodded his head thoughtfully. “Yeah, I guess 
I ran Okay, I'll take him home alone. You don’t have 

to worry.” , j , i. ^ 

He drove her as far as Ohio Boulevard and let her out 

at the first busy comer. 

“What do I tell his wife?” 

Lora piused her lips together in a grim line. "Tell her 
anything you want,” she said wearily, “except the truth.” 
She turned and walked quickly up the street 
He watched her with pitying eyes untU she disap¬ 
peared in the pedestrian traffic. 'Then he twisted around 
to look at Fred, sprawled awkwardly across the rear seat, 
his face a sickly gray, his mouth wide open and snoring 
gently. 

“The people's choice,” Barney grunted savagely, and 
shoved the car into gear. 



CHAPTER FIVE 

Before the week was out, Fred was an ofiSdal candidate 
for the post of alderman in the Fourth Ward under the 
sponsorship of a newly organized Clean Govemme^ 
Party. It happened with dizzying speed. 

First Lora spoke to Fred and then Fred spoke to 
Horgan and then Horgan spoke to his boys and all thr 
wheels were in motion. Horgan produced an impressive 
list of names to ornament the Clean Government Party’s 
letterhead. As chairman, there was Dr. Gordon Peddy 
who had a long association with the Department of 
Health. Then there were Professors Burton Hewlet and 
Walter Graham of the City College, and under them an¬ 
other dozen or so businessmen, lawyers, engineers, 
bankers and similar solid citizens. There wasn’t a tainted 
ward heeler in the whole pack. 

The surprise announcement of Fred Dana’s candidacy 
fell like an atomic explosion in the ranks of the Citizen's 
League forces. The news appeared in the morning papers 
and for several hours there was (mly stunned silence from 
Arnold fiallender and his supporters. Then they found 
their tongues. The late editions of the afternoon papers 
appeared with banner headlines screaming, “Betrayall" 
The Clean Government crew had anticipated this reac¬ 
tion and remained unperturbed. After waiting for tiie 
smoke to settle, they fired their second blast Dr. Gordon 
Peddy issued a statement accusing the League of entering 
into a deal with the discredited machine forces. 'They had 
dehberately selected a weak candidate like Ballender, he 
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declared, in order to pave the way for a machine victory. 

"We refuse to allow the voters of the fourth ward to 
be victimized by such cheap, dirty politics," the statement 
concluded. "That is why we are giving them a truly 
honest candidate to support in the person of Frederick 
Dana, the man who licked Morgan in the courts and will 
lick him again at the polls.” 

That became the theme of the campaign and, embel¬ 
lished with broad bombast and sly innuendo, it produced 
results. 

There was also a regular machine candidate in the 
field, a virtual unknown named Adolph Loosey. He made 
one puerile speech, timidly tossing his hat in the ring, 
and then lapsed into silent obKvion. As far as the voters 
could see, this was a contest between Ballender and 
‘ Dana, with no quarter given and no holds barred. 

Lora found the campaign stimulating. For one thing 
it took her out of the law office and transferred her to 
campaign headquarters where there was never^ a dull 
moment. Nominally the direction of the struggle was in 
the hands of Dr. Peddy and Dana himself. But very soon 
she had taken over the real leadership. 

She had a natural flair for pohtics, an immte shrewd¬ 
ness and a sure instinct for the right move at the right 
time. And then there was John Morgan to buttress her 
lack of experience with his own accumulated cunning. 

She saw Morgan frequently; more frequently than she 
wanted to. That was his doing, and Fred’s. 

The very day Fred’s nomination became public, Morgan 
called Lora at the office. 

“What’s it gonna be traiight, kitten, steak or lobster?” 

Lora squirmed uneasily. "I’m afraid I’m busy tonight." 

"Sure you’re busy . . . with me." His voice radiated 
smug self-assurance. "We’re r unn ing a campaign, kitten, 
and we got things to discuss.” 

“In that case, Fred’s the one you want to talk to.” 
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"“Not any more. From now on I talk to you.*^ 

Her eyebrows drew together in a puzzled frown. T 
don’t get it" 

Horgan chuckled with pleasure. “You ask Dana to 
explain it to you. Now, where and when do I pick you up 
tonight?” 

At that moment she would have loved to hang up on 
him but she didn’t dare. “I think Fd better speak to Fred 
first,” she said coldly, “You can try calling me later in 
the afternoon.” 

She didn’t get to see Fred until aft^ lunch. He breezed 
into the ofiSce beammg like a Idd on Christmas morning 
and kissed her lightly on the cheek. “Just held my first 
press conference, honey, and it was a beaut,” he an¬ 
nounced. "If the papers run it the way 1 said it, thosa 
Citizens' League boy scouts will be busting a collective 
blood vessel Boy, I really pulverized them.” 

"John Horgan called.” She studied him closely, 

“My backroom buddy, eh? What did he want?” 

“He wanted me to have dinner with him tonighL” 

Fred took the news calmly. "Anything else?” 

“Isn’t that enough?” 

He glanced at her curiously. “What’s the matter? You 
sound as though somethings wrong.” 

"I don t know. 1 hope not. Horgan said that you’d 
explain to me why I have to have dinner with him.” 

He didn t get it at first and gave her a puzzled look. 

"He said from now on I m the one he talks to about 
the campaign,” Lora added. 

Oh, that? Fred snuled. "Yes, that’s the way we 
worked it out We can’t afford to take chances being seen 
together before election day so John suggested that may¬ 
be you could be the go-between. I guess that’s what he 
meant. The dinner date is his own idea,” 

Lora nodded thoughtfully. “He’s got lots of ideas.” 

Fred laughed. “You’ll have to take your chances with 



65 


SCARLET aXY 


him for another three weeks. You’re the only one I have 
for the job.” He slid off the edge of the desk and ^e 
around so that he stood over her. resting his hand on 
her shoulder. “This is a serious business, keeping con¬ 
tact with Morgan.” he explained eamestiy. “It needs some^ 
one who’s smart and it needs someone whom I can trust 
to go in pitching for me.” He gazed down at her with 
pWding eyes. “I don’t have anyone else I can trust 

except youT ^ ^ j 

Lora shook her head unhappily. “I dont like it, Fred. 
You’re throwing me to the wolves . . . and I do mean 


His hands tightened on her shoulders and he drew her 
up to him, crushing her soft bosom against his 
*^ou’ve got to do this for me, Lora,” he said soWy. ‘T^ 
know how mueh it means for me ... for us ...” His lips 
caressed her cheeks, warm and feathery, and th^ they 
found her mouth sending an electric charge tingling 
through her. She gave him back his kiss passionately. 

The ringing rf the phone broke in on them. Lora 
squirmed out of Fred’s arms and sat down at her desk 
to answer it 

THello, kitten, did you get a chance to talk to your 
boss?” She glanced up at Fred uneasily and felt heat 
cheeks burning with shame. 

“Yes, I spoke to him.” 

“So what’ll it be, steak or lobster?" 

“Well. . She covered the mouthpiece with her hand 
and swallowed hard. ‘It’s Horgan. He wants me to have 
dinner with him. What do I tell him?” 

. "Tell him sure.” Fred’s eyes avoided hers. 

She brought the phone bade to her lips. “Suppose you 
pick me up at my place at six-thirty, John. I’ll be waiting 
for you.” 

With a side feeling in bra stomach she dropped the 
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phone back m place. Fred edged up to her and stroked 
the back of her neck with nervous &gers, 

"y/hat the hell, honey, ifs just a question erf tinee 
weeks," He forced a weak laugh. ‘Tt's like the books say, 
politics makes strange bedfellows.'*" 

So Horgan had her for the duration of the campaigii 
and he played his advantage to the hilt. Lora fought 
him off as best she could but there was a limit to how 
elusive she could be without precipitating an open break. 
In the end she found it easier to let him have Ids way. 
She arrived at that dedsion the night Alice Dana was 
rushed to the hospitaL 

She was scheduled to accompany Fred to a campaign 
rally that evening but in the afternoon he called in to 
bre^ the news, 

“I won’t be able to keep the speaking date tonight." he 
plained in a voic^ that sounded tired and strained. 
"Alice is very sick md the doctor says weVe got to get 
her to a hospital,” 

"Oh, I’m sorry to hemr that What’s wrong with herr 

We dont know. There’s some land of congestion in 
her lungs and she’s having trouble breathing, i don’t see 
how I can possibly get away for the rally," 

"Of course not,” Lora agreed ’Til get someone else to 
fill in for you." 

As she hung up she heaved a sigh of profound sadness. 
She tried hard to keep Alice Dana out of her mind but 
somehow there were always little things cropping up that 
thrust the woman into the foreground. And now she was 
sick and Fred was hovering anxiously at her bedside^ 
because she was his wife and it’s the husband’s place to 
be at his wife’s bedside when she’s sick. 

Lora arranged for Professor Burton Hewlet to sub¬ 
stitute for Fred at the meeting and, when it was over, 
she went home alone and fed hersdf a stiff drink in an 
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effort to wash away the sense of emptiness that oppressed 
her* It didn't help and she decided to get into and 
try to read herself to sleep. Wearily, she slipped out of the 
fashionable business suit she had worn for the meeting 
and was reaching for her nightgown when the doorbeU 
rang. She caught her breath, thinking it might be Fred, 
and moved quickly to the closet to snatch at the first 
suitable covering she saw, a thin, filmy wisp of a blue 
silk wrapper which she threw aroimd her as she went 
to ^swer the door. 

It was John Horgan. He pushed his way into the foyer 
and as she steped back into the light his thick eyebrows 
went up at least a full inch. 

“My God, Idtten, you ve got to be careful how you wear 
a thing like that," he gasped. “When ihe li^fs behind 
you ifs like wearing cellophane " 

She pulled the wrapper more tightly around her and 
realized with chagrin that this only served to outline the 
curves of her body more prominently, 

“1 was just going to sleep, John," she said with cold 
politeness. “I wasn t expecting to see you tonight" 

He grinned broadly. “That's the way I like to do it. 
Always keep them guessing.” He took a step forw^d 
and grasped her in his arms, his heavy hands sliding 
sensuously along the small of her back “This thing you re 
wearing does things for you,” he muttered, “For me, too " 
She slipped away from him and moved quickly to the 
living room. He loOowed with a frown of displeasure, 
“Where you running to?” 

“I m very tired, tonight, John,” she told bmL "I was 
hoping rd be able to get to bed early,” 

“That's a fine greeting," he growled. T haven't seen 
you in nearly a week and you're practically handing me 
my hat before Tm inside the door.” He removed his 
coat, loosened his tie, and settled himself comfortably on 
the sofa* “Don't 1 even get a drink?" 
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Listlessly she went to the cabinet and brought out a 
bottle of bourbon and a couple of glasses. ‘*What did you 
want to talk about, John?^ 

‘Just a few odds and ends about the campaign.** He 
fiU^ the two glasses and held one up for her. She had to 
lean forward to take it and he could see almost the ful 
curve of her pink breasts. ‘‘Come on^ kitten, sit down and 
be sociable,” he urged. “If I have to look up at you 
when I talk. Ill get a stiff neck.” 

She joined him on the s<rfa, keeping a couple of feet 
between them. 

“I heard the news about Dma's wife,” he said pres^ 
ently, “Pretty sick, isn't she?" 

It seems that way " 

“Understand he missed the raUy.” 

Lora glanced at him sharply. “What did you expect? 
She's in the hospital ” 

“Don't get me wrong, I'm not criticizing ” Horgan as¬ 
sured her quickly. “Sure he's got to be with her and he's 
got to stick dose to her as much as he can. Hell, a chunk 
of human drama like this is tailor-made for the cam¬ 
paign. If we give it the right kind of publicity it should 
get me another four-five thousand votes." He emptied his 
glass and smacked his lips appreciatively. “Make sure you 
have a photographer a few pictures of him at the 
bedside . . , you know the kind of stuff . « . holding her 
hand and looking into her eyes,” 

Lora felt the xirge to hit him a stinging slap across the 
face. Instead she drained her own glass, refilled it quickly, 
and drained it again in one gulp. 

Horgan watched her m surprise, take it easy. 

That ain't water you're guzzling ” 

“What else did you want to talk about?” Lorn asked 
brusquely. 

The man shrugged his shoulders. “That's about it Tv© 
been checking with my boys and they say we're way out 
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in front with nothing to worry about,” Tlie £x>mers of his 
mouth curved downward m a smug smile* ‘"The fact is 
IVe made arrangements for a teal old-fashioned victory 
celebration out at my place election night. Get yourself 
a nice dress, kitten, one of those off-the-shoulder numbers 
thatll make the boys pop their collar buttons.” 

He ailed both glasses again and held his up in a toast 
“Well, heres to an honest election, but not too honest,” 
Lora drank with him and as she put her glass down 
she swayed just the slightest bit Horgan noticed it but 
made no comment. Instead he said, “Once this tiling is 
over, kitten, you and me are gonna break out and te^y 
turn this town upside down.” 

He edged toward her and snaked one aim around her 
shoulders, feeling the softness of her ttirough the thin 
wrapper. Instinctively, Lora stifiened and tried to draw 
away, but his hand on her shoulder held her tight. She 
had had four big drinks in less than an hour and they 
were having their effect, making her restless and light¬ 
headed. 

Horgan moved closer to her and slid his free hand up 
and doivn her smooth bare arm. She quivered to his touch 
and her pulse quickened. For no reason she could com¬ 
prehend, she suddenly had a mental pictme of Fred 
stroking his wife's ann in just this way and a wave of 
anger and resentment surged through her. 

She scarcely heard Horgan s voice crooning softly close 
to her ear, “I been missing you, Htten, since that night at 
my place, YouVe been on my mind all the time,*" 

But then, as he pulled her close against him, she sud¬ 
denly twisted halfway around and flung her arms around 
him and clung to him fiercely. 

There was no feeling of love in her, not even the pas¬ 
sion of normal sexual desire. It was just a naked hot anger 
that flared furiously and somehow changed her into a 
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savage creature, shamelessly urging herself on Mm, 
writhing in his arms with uncontrollable fury. 

Her fierce ardor whipped him into a white heat and his 
nails burned into her flesh, and the muscles of his power¬ 
ful frame bunched into taut, rigid knots as he forced 
her back against the yielding cushions, 

Horgan was a man, all right. She didn't have to hide 
anj^thing from him, make herself seem more innocent of 
men s caresses than she was. On the contrary, he wel¬ 
comed artifice and innovation, meeting her every gambit 
with pounding, driving passion and giving hex even 
more than he received. 

Only later, when the fire had burned itself out, she felt 
the shame and self-contempt, and she buried her face in 
her hands and bit her lip to force back the sobs that 
threatened to explode from deep within her, 

"Go home, John," she said in a tight, choked voioev 
"Please go home. I don't feel well" 

He stood over her bewildered and cwncemed, "Whafs 
the matter, kitten? Would you like a drink?" 

“No, no. Just go home. ITI be aU right in a little while " 
He frowned and then shrugged his shoulders helplessly* 
"Okay, I m going, I hope it s nothing serious " 

Not until she heard the door close behind him did she 
dare look up. Then she sat upright, pale and shaken, 
snatched the bourbon in her trembling fingers and drank 
until she no longer knew what she was doing. 
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CHAPTER SIX 

After all the excitement of the campaign, election day 
itself was relatively uneventful. Lora busied herself at 
party headquarters, checking on last minute detads, Fred 
dropped in briefly in the morning after votiiig himself, 
but Aen left to be with Alice who was now convalescing 
at hom e. 

Toward evening Fred showed up again to be on band 
as the returns came in. Then at seven o'clock the polls 
closed and at once a hushed expectancy descended over 
the Clean Government headquarters. In the inner sano 
turn, the party leaders clustered around the phone, 
anxiously waiting for the election districts to report. 

Fred sat off to one side, hunched over a long mahogany 
conference table, lighting one cigarette from another and 
doodling on a pad of yellow scratch paper. 

At seven-ten, the first report came through. I>r. Gordon 
Peddy, presiding at the phone, jotted it down and then 
looked up dramatically to announce, ‘^Filial report from 
the twenty-sixth election district: Loosey“62; Ballender*- 
171; Fred Dana—ISS.** 

A loud cheer went up and Lora's heart leaped exult¬ 
antly as she added her voic^ to the din. From behind 
tbe table, Fred raised his head and smiled self-con¬ 
sciously. 

After that the phone never stopped ringing. The 
returns poured in faster than they could be noted on the 
big blackboard that covered almost one entire wall, but 
pretty soon it didn't matter. Fred piled up an early lead 
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and kept adding to it steadily. By eight o*cIock word 
came that BaUender had conceded and then bedlam 
broke loose. Photographers' flashbulbs popped all around 
and reporters clamored insistently for a statement while 
well-wishers thronged the small office to pump the new 
alderman's hand and slap his back. 

Finally a semblance of order was restored and Fred 
was helped up onto the mahogany table where he stood 
panting heavily, his hair disheveled and his face flushed 
with triumph. 

“My friends,** he began in a hoarse voice, **tbe good 
citizens of the fourth ward have made their choice and 
they have chosen the path of clean government From 
the bottom of my heart I thank all of you who have 
joined with me in this noble cause. Let us remember, the 
big fight for honesty and decency is still ahead." Loud 
applause mingled with whistling and cheering. 

He remained standing on. the table, bathing in the 
beneficent sunshine of admiration that poured out to him 
from all sides, Lora pushed her way through the tight- 
packed crowd until she was close enough to reach up 
and tug at his hand. 

“You come down, Fred, before they knock you down,* 
she shouted above the din. 

With a final wave to the crowd, he leaped to the floor 
and as he landed beside her she flung her arms around 
his neck and kissed him boldly on the lips. It was an 
effective gesture. A new wave of laughter and cheering 
broke loose and continued as the victorious candidate and 
his secretary threaded their way through the dense 
throng out of the headquarters and mto a waiting car 
parked in front of the building. 

Not until they had left the clamor and frenzied excite* 
ment far behind did either one speak. Then Lora said, 
“Congratulations, darling, Tve never been so happy in 
my life.** 
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He looked away from the wheel and smiled at her* 
“From now on, youTl have to call me honorable da r lin g. 
Remembeir, fm a public servant, now ” 

“Congratulations, honorable darling,*^ she said and 
snuggled up dose to him. 

“I could go for a drink,"* Fred declared. “A stiff one 
thatll knock me flat on my back” 

Lora reached up and kissed the tip of his ear, “I still 
have some of Johnny For mid s private stock bourbon in 
my closet” 

“You must have taken away a couple of cases of the 
stuff ” Fred chuckled, “It seems to me IVe gone through 
an awful lot of it” 

“Not lately,” she murmured. 

He glanced at her sharply and then stared out at the 
street ahead. “I know, honey. WeVe both b^n kind of 
busy with this campaign. But now it's going to be differ¬ 
ent YouTl see how different its going to be.” 

He twisted the wheel and the car drew up in front of 
her address. Lora opened the door and started to go out 

“Hey, don’t I even get a good night kiss?” Fred called 
to her. 

She turned back in dismay. ^‘But youVe oommg up 
with me, aren’t you?” 

“Gosh, Td like to,” he muttered guiltily. “You don’t 
know how much I want to be with you, tonight, but it 
wouldn’t be right, IVe got to get back to Ahce. She’s 
feeling poorly and , , . well, it wouldn't look right if I 
wasn’t at her bedside to share the victory with her. You 
understand, don’t you?” 

She nodded helplessly. “Yes, I suppose I understand. 
She’s your wife. I’m just your secretary,” 

“Lora!” He stared at her reproachfully, “That’s a to 
rible thing to say ” 

“It s true, isn’t it?” 

“No, it’s not, . p certainly not the way you meant it” 


I 
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She had sunt back on the ophobtery beside him and 
he circled his arms around her, caressing her cheek with 
his lips, **You think things like that, honey, I 

know it’s been rough, but these things take time to iron 
out Alice has been sick these last weeks and there's 
been the campaign and we haven't had time to be with 
each other* That's all going to change now, I promise it 
will." 

Cradled in his arms, Lora closed her eyes and gave 
herself up to the soothing comfort of his tender words. 
“I believe you, Fred," she sighed longingly* Tve got to 
believe you because I love you so much," 

“I love you, too, darling." He kissed her ardently, 
smothering her hot, eager bps with his and feeling tha 
softness of her breasts, warm against his chest Presently 
he released her and straightened up, “Now let's see you 
give me a nice big smile ” 

She smiled a sad, wistful smile. “That's a little better,” 
he said, "I want you to sparkle at the party tonight, I 
want everyone to be damn sure that you're the most 
beautiful woman there," 

“What party?" The smile faded from her faoe. 

“Why, the one Morgan s throwing " 

“How do you know about that?" 

“I get around," he replied smugly, T heard about it 
yesterday," 

"And what makes you think I'm going there?" 

He faced her anxiously. "You mustn’t miss this one;, 
Horgan’s expecting you," 

“So what?" 

“Well, it won't look good. After all, in his eyes, you 
represent me. What’ll he think if you don’t show up? 
He’s bound to figure I'm giving him the brush-off." 

The woman shrugged her shoulders indifferently. “I 
stiU say, so what? The election’s over and you've won." 

“And what about the next election? They'll be looking 
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for a new D. A. in the fall* He didn’t carry the idea any 
further than that but the impUcatioa was cl^. 

For a long tune Lora was silent Then she said. So 

you think I ought to go?” 

“I do, honey,” be replied quickly. “Its not just a qu^- 
tion of keeping Horgan happy AU ihe important p^ 
in that crowd are going to be there You 11 We a 
to get right in with them ” He took her hand and clasped 
it tightly. “Please, Lora, for my sake, do it ^ once. 

sL heaved a sigh of resignation. “Okay, Fr^ I gness 
I might as well. What else have I got to do^ 

She squirmed out of the car and slammed the ^oor 
shut. “(>od night, honorable darling," she said and 
walked slowly into the building. 

The Horgan victory party was in full swing by the time 
Lora airivA The liquor had been flowing generously and 
there wasn’t a dry gullet in the house. 

lohn Horgan was passing out canapes among guests 
when he saw Lora come in at the doOT. Qm<^y, 1^ 
shoved the tray into someone’s arms and went to greet 

^^“Why so late, kitten?" he rebuked her mildly ^ he 
helped her out of a light smoker wrap. “You’re a dozen 

drinks behind everyone dse." 

“I know how to catch up,” she assured him. “p ^ the 
kind of dress you meant?” She slipped out of the coat 
and stepped back to give him a full-length view. It w^ 
a strapless evening gown, cut very low ^d 
tight at the waist before it flared out in soft pleate dovm 
to her ankles. The subdued light from the single lamp m 
the foyer served to emphasize the softness of her smooth, 
white shoulders and the voluptuous sweU of her breasts. 
Horgan sucked in his breath sharply. 

“Mv God, Lora, you walk into the next room and you 11 
break up the party.” He passed his hand caressmgly 
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along the broad expanse of her exposed back. Tm gonna 
have a hard time controlling myself before all these 
people leave.” 

Lora winced inwardly at the characteristic crudeness of 
the remark. In that instant she was sorry she had coma 
It was going to be another one of those unspoken battles 
between them . . . the land she always lost 
At the bar, Adolph Loosey, the defeated machine can- 
(hdate, was giving a broad imitation of Ballender to a 
sizable audience gathered around him in a rough semi¬ 
circle. Lora and Morgan paused at the edge of the 
group to listen. 

As the crowd roared appredatively at Loosey’s exag¬ 
gerated burlesque, a sharp-faced man in a black srdt 
sidled up to Morgan and said, “Adolph is turning out to 
be quite a joker, isn't he, John?” 

Morgan nodded. “Once he gets tanked up he’s a panic.” 
“I hope you got something lined up for him,” the man 
ccmtinued. “He was a good sport to play the fall guy in 
this election and you got to see he isn’t forgotten." 

“Don’t worry, Mike, it’s all arranged. There’s a spot 
reserved for him in the building d^artmenL He knows 
about it and he’s satisfied." 

The ^combination of respect and subservience in 
Morgan’s manner caught Lora’s attention at once and she 
shifted her position to get a better look at the man. He 
was below medium height, slight of build, with black 
hair and black eyes and a straight, sharp nose. Some- 
ttog in the way he carried himself gave her an impres¬ 
sion of a tremendous store of energy kept und^ careful 
control 

As she observed him, he turned away from Morgan and 
his eyes met hers. “You’re Lora Patcm, aren’t you?” he 
said in a pleasant baritone. My name is Mike Haug.” 

The name was not unfamiliar to her. It had fi^ed in 
the late electoral contest. When BaUender, and even 
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Fred, had fired their verbal salvos at the "sinister hand 
that pulls the strings leading to the mayor s office^ it was 
Haug they had b^n referring to* There wasn’t a racket 
in the dty or its immediate environs that operated with¬ 
out his sanction. 

"So you're the gal who showed us how to Hck the 
reform crowd?” he said, appraising her with sharp, alert 
eyes. 

"She’s the one,” Horgan boomed proudly. “Took us all 
right oflf the hook,” 

"I hope that’s true,” Haug remarked, dipping the words 
staccato fashion, 

"We won the electicm, didn’t we?” 

"Dana won the election. That may not be the same 

thing.” 

“I dctti’t th i nk you have to be concerned,” Lora inter¬ 
jected quietly, "Fred Dana isn't going to do you any harm 
and hell probably do you a lot of good,” 

Hang’s lips parted in a pleasant smile. “I hope youre 
right, Lora,” 

The conversation was intmupted by a noisy burst of 
laughter as Adolph Loosey finally finished his imperson¬ 
ation and the ^nup around him began to disperse. In 
the momentary confusion, Horgan was called away to 
another room and Lora found herself alone with Haug. 

"You just got here, didn’t you?” he remarked casually, 

"A little while ago ” 

“I thought I hadn't noticed you before.” His eyes traced 
the sleek contours of her figure, "You here alone?” 

She hesitated for only a moment, just long enough to 
suddenly see the way to beat Horgan, “Yes, I in here 
alcme,” die said bristly and flashed him an inviting 
smile. "Are you?” 

"Not any more,” he answered and reached out to take 
her by the amn "Would you like to danoe?” 

"I’d love to.” 
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He led her back into the living room where ft wasn*t 
so crowded and a record player provided soft music. She 
liked dancing with him. He moved gracefully and easily, 
with a sure sense of rhythm that made his movements 
seem effortless. 

TouVe got a good ballroom style,* Lora complinimted 
him. 

"I once had a job selling drinks in a dance hall ” he 
grinned. **When business was slow, the taxi girls used to 
give me lessons ” 

As he circled her around, Lora saw Morgan watching 
them from across the room. She leaned close to Hang, 
letting him feel the softness of her against his compact, 
wiry body. He glanced at her curiously and his arm 
tightened around her waist. 

*1 like the way you dance, too,* he commented, 

“How do I compare with the taxi girls?* 

He drew back so that he could look directly at her, his 
eyes warm with admiration. “The boys would line up 
ten deep for you.” 

When the dance ended, Mike said, “It's a loud party 
and I have sensitive ears. How would you like to pull out 
of here and go where we can taUc without hollering at 
each other?” 

She didn't hesitate, “IVe got sensitive ears, too.” 

As they moved to the foyer, th^ were intercepted by 
Horgan who eyed them anxiously and asked, “How are 
things going? You two having fun?” 

“Its a nice pmty, John” Haug said smootibly, “but just 
a little too noisy for talking ” 

“You mean you're leaving?” 

“You don’t mind, do you? You still have a houseful of 
people left" 

Horgan's troubled gaze darted toward Lora but she 
was busily engaged powdering her nose, “No, 1 don’t 
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mind, Mike,” he stammered unhappily. ‘Will you be 
coining back tonight?” 

“Doesn’t seem to be any point to it," Haug replied. He 
held the door open and Lora started out of the house. 

“Good night, Lora,” Horgan railed to her in a pathetic 

voice. , . j. 1 

She turned back but avoided looking at him directly. 

“Good night, John, it was a lovely party.” 

As Haug led her down the gravel walk to where his 
car was parked, he said, “I wasn’t busting up anything 
between you and John, was I?” 

“Not as far as I’m concerned,” she replied. 

“John’s got a weakness for beautiful women. I don’t 
suppose I have to tell you that" 

"You certainly don’t” 

“He been bothering you?" 

“A little.” 

“And you don’t like it?" 

“Not much.” 

The man patted her arm lightly. “Okay, Lora, he won t 
bother you any more.” They walked the rest of the way 
to the car in silence. 

After the bedlam of Horgan’s party, it was nice to drive 
along the lake front in the fresh night air. Lora sat 
curled up on the upholstery, with her wrap drawn around 
her, watching the shadowy landscape flitting by. 

“So you think I don’t have to worry about Dana?” Mike 
Haug was saying. “You think he’U play ball with us?” 

Lora nodded her assurance. “The fact is, he’s a good 
man for you to push. You people need some new blood. 
The old faces don't rate very high with the voters any 
more, not since all the scandals, Fred would be the 
right kind of change of pace to keep them in line. 

"You talking about the regular fall elections?” Haug 
asked with interest 

“That’s right” 
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His thin lips spread into a faint smile. “Maybe you 
think we ought to run him for mayor?” 

“District attorney is what I had in mind.” 

“I see.” There was a long silence and when he finally 
spoke again he had changed the subject. “What are you 
going to be doing now that your boss is an alderman?” 

Lora shrugged her shoulders. *1 guess I’U be the 
alderman’s secretary,” 

“Is that all? Seems to me you can do better than tViat. 
How much can an alderman pay his secretary?” 

She laughed aloud. “Do you know where I can do 
better?” 

“Sure I do. You can come work for me and do a whole 
lot better.” 

“At what?” 

“Lots of things. You know the kind of deal I nm. You 
could have your pick of a dozen different jobs. 'The thing 
you’d have to decide is whethra: you want to get into this 
kind of thing at all” 

Lora arched her eyebrows. “That’s quite a blank check 
you’re offering me. I don’t get it” 

"There’s no trick to it,” the man said quirtly. "Beauty 
and braius are a scarce combination. In my tod of set¬ 
up th^ can pay off in big numbers. That’s why I’m 
interested.” 

“That’s very flattering,” Lora said. “And it’s a very 
tempting offer.” 

“So?” 

"You’re not expecting an answer right now, are you?" 
"I’m making the offer right now.” A faint smile played 
at his lips. 

Lora shook her head. “Don’t rush me, Mr. Haug. A 
girl’s got a right to sleep on something like this.” 

This time he laughed. “Okay, baby. I’ll quit twisting 
your aim. You can consider it a standing offer. Any 
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time you're ready to pick it up, diereTl always be a Ught 

in the window ” , * 

“You’re very sweet, Mike ” She said it with convactioiL 

“Thanks," he grunted. “My friends say Im fau but no 
one's called me sweet since I started wearing long p^te- 
“Of course I could be wrong. This is only a first im- 

^ ‘Td like to give you a chance to check on the first im¬ 
pression.” One hand left the wheel and reached out to 

^“I?s safer when you drive with two hands, Lora sug- 

safer when I don’t drive at alL” Abruptly he 
twisted the wheel and the car swerved off the 
into a narrow side road and came to a halt m a blanks 
of deep shadow. Lora felt the pressure of Mike s hand 

tighten on hers. . i.. t,- v™ 

The next moment he had her close to hin^ his bps 

avidly searching for hers and his hands exploring her 
body intimately. The unexpected suddenness caught her 
completely by surprise and for one wild moment she 
was returning his kiss and writhing responsively m his 

*°Tberit passed and she stiffened and dug Iict firt 
against his chest and pushed him away forcefulty. DonL 
Mike,” she gasped. “It's been a nice evening, dont spoil 

^ It was like turning off the switch. His a^ dropped 
away from her and he drew back behind the wh^l 
plaig a wide space between them. When be spoke, ks 
voice was tight with a gravel edge. I don t hke a . 

She backed against the door, trying to mate h^elf 
small. “I don’t know what you’re talkmg about, siie 

^"^teiiell you don’t. Back at John’s place you were 
flashing the green light from the moment I met you. 
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She understood what he meant now, and it gave her a 
sick feeling. “I didn’t mean to, Mike, honesUy I didn’t* 
Je murmured. ‘1 was only trying to get away from 
Horgan. I thought you knew that*^ 

In Ije shadowy darkness she saw him turn to look at 
her. Then there was the sound of the motor starting up 
ag^ and the car slowly backed onto the highway For 
a long time they didn’t speak and the silence weighed 
heavily on them. Presently the man said, "You came close 
to gettmg your face busted open that time, Lora. But I 
believe you. It won’t happen again.* 

“Thanks, Mike.” 

'ITiCTe was another silence and this time when Mike 
tum^ to glance at her, she saw he was smiling. “I 
usually don’t make a mistake,” he said quietly Tmt 
nob^ys perfect. That offer I made a little while back... 
the lights still in the window.” 

Lora reached out and squeezed his arm affectionately. 

I still say you re sweet, Mike . . . even in long pants." 




CHAPTER SEVEN 

Lora mounted the thicHy carpeted Bight of st^s and 
paused at the upper landing to catch her breath. Through 
die open double doors that led to the rooms beyond, she 
could hear the steady clicking of the dice and the un¬ 
mistakable hum of a spinning roulette wheel. She strode 
into the gambling parlor, walked past the dice table, and 
entered Mike Haug's office without bothering to knock. 

The gambler was stretched out in his shirtsleeves on a 
green leather coucK his collar open and his eyes closed. ^ 

“Next thing you Imow, you’ll be snoring and that won t 
be polite,” Lora said. 

Haug’s eyes popped open and he sat up quickly, shak¬ 
ing the sleep out of his head. “You should knock first, he 
complained thickly. He rose to his feet and stretched his 
long, wiry arms, “What would you like to diink?" 

“Anything cool. I’ll leave it up to you.” 

He moved to the desk and snapped on the intercom 
phone. “Gus, a couple of gin and tonics.” 

There was a knock on the door and John Horgan 
walked in looking hot and uncomfortable. “Make it an¬ 
other gin and toni^ Gus,” Mike added and snapped off 
the intercom. 

Horgan nodded to Lora and to Mike and found him- 
self a ^ir. “Boy, this is the land of day I should be on 
die lake taking it easy.” 

Lora asked, “Anyone else expected?” 

Mike shook his head. “Just the three of us. It won’t take 
long, either ” 
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Gus came with the drinks and they each sat silently, 
enjoying the refreshing coolness. Presently Mike turned 
to Lora and asked, "Hows Dana these days?" 

“All right, I guess,” she replied. "I haven’t seen him 
since Saturday. His wife isn’t well and she’s spending the 
summer with her sister in the country. He’s been out 
visiting her.” 

Haug smiled at ttie woman. “The alderman's girl 
Friday. How would you like to work for a district attor¬ 
ney instead?” 

Her heart jumped a beat. “Are we going to talk about 
that today?" she inquired cautiously. 

The gambler^nodded. "That’s the order of business ... 
the next D. A.” His eyes were back on Horgan. “What 
do the boys think of Dana, John?" 

Horgan hesitated. We-ell, the truth is they’re not too 
enthusiastic. There’s been a lot of grumbling about the 
new look in the party since he got elected.” 

“What new look?" 

“^at’s the name the boys have for all these changes 
we’ve been making,” he explained apologetically. “You 
know what 1 mean, getting rid of some of the old ward 
leaders and bringing in new ones.” 

“And the boys don’t like that?" 

“Some of them are grumbling... mostly the oldtfmers.” 

“Well, that’s too damn bad about them," Haug sneered. 
Three months ago we were in such bad ^pe you 
couldn’t sell our chances for a nickel. Okay, we've marie 
srane changes and the voters think we’re giving them a 
fair^deal. That’s the way they’re going to keep on think¬ 
ing.” He paused while his eyes shifted from Horgan to 
Lora. That’s why we’re going to run Dana for D. A. 
right out in the open on the party ticket.” 

So it was all arranged. Lora felt a thrill of triumph leap 
through her. Ever since the special election she had been 
battering at Mike Haug, showing him how the party had 
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to he renovated and refurbished to divorce it fcom its 
scandalous past. Under her prodding some of 
offenders among the ward leaders had been 
renlaced bv new faces, unknown to the pubhc at larg , 
but thoroughly trustworthy as far as Ae p^ 
oemed AftCT shuffling personnel in this fashion for three 
mZt Ifwas now ^h\e to pretend that there was a 
Lnd-new regime, even though *e old machine b^i^y 
remained intact. And now, as the crowmng tou^th^ 
were going to run Fred for D. A. to prove the party bad 

“I don't see how he can,” Haug smiled, I only made 
op my mind last night.” He sat up in his chair ^d Im 
manner became brisk 

get in touch with him in a hurry, Lora, and let 

lie score. Make sure he comes to the county convention 

all prepared with a rip-roaring acceptoce sp«®^ 

li>ra nodded vigorously to show she 7“ 

better get him on the phone and arrange to mert him m 
^nert day or so.” She stood up and prepared to leave. 

*Ts that all for now?” ^ c 

Horgan, who had been silent throughout most of the 

dis^lon, suddenly came to ^e. T ^om^^ 
want to raise ” he said in a husky vome and 
a newspaper he had brought in with hm. "The way I 
understL? how we’re operating these days, 
slowly, “you’re supposed to keep pretty much m the back¬ 
ground. is that right, Mike?” 

"What about itr Mike demanded. 

"Well, what about you and Lora? I mean . . . _ 

♦TttoV it’s all right for you two to be seen a^oun og 
riilicr He%aused as though wmting for the roof to 

fan in on him. No one said an^g. 7£,2°-she’s 
nlained” Horgan resumed with added confident, shes 
Dana’s’girl Friday. Everybody knows that so they must 
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be wondering how come she's spending so much Kme 
with you ” He passed the newspaper across the desk to 
Haug. Heres what I mean , , . the part that’s under¬ 
lined.” 

As Mike read the section indicated, his mouth curled 
into a sneer of disdaiiL “Is that all that’s bothering you?” 
he asked. 

“Don’t you think it's important?" Horgan countered. 

No, I don't. There are always gonna be gossip colum¬ 
nists writing stuff like this in the papers." 

“Do you gentlemen mind if I know what’s going on?” 
Lora demanded sarcasdcaUy from across the room. 

“Don't blow your top.” Haug smiled to her. “You’re 
fust a measly two lines at the bottom of the column.” He 
held up the paper and read the item aloud. 

"What goes with gambler Mike Haug and Alderman 
Fred Dana’s glamour secretary, Lora Paton? As poUtical 
enemies they make a very cozy cafe twosome.” 

He tossed the paper aside and grunted. “It doesn't 
mean a thing. What do you think, Lora?” 

We might be a little more careful,” the woman 
shragged. “We don’t have to meet in night clubs.” 

Sure, thats all I meant," Horgan interjected hurriedly 
^t can’t hurt to be careful” 

Haug shriveled him into silence vinth a contemptuous 
look. Just you be careful, John," he said in a rasping 
voice. "Just you and your boys keep your noses dean 
and everything will be aU right.” He turned to the 
woman and his face relaxed. “So we won’t meet in night 
dubs, baby but how about dropping up here late tomm^- 
row and tell me what you’ve worked out with your boss?” 

dont know, Mike. It will depend on what I can 
arrange with Fred. I’M see.” She slipped the strap of her 
bag over her shoulder and turned the doorknob “If I 
cant get over here. I’ll give you a ring. One way or an- 
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other. youTl hear from me “ She opened the door and 

to her own apartment,^ra put throu^ a lo^ 
distance caU to Fred and waited for the to 

her back. She was excited and restless and impatient to 

hear his voice and teU him &e go^ news 

Everything was working like a charm. Since the ele<> 
tion See^onths before, it seemed diat 
had recaptured aU the thrill of their first days together. 
They had settled into a comfortable groove, workmg well 
alongside each other to this new, fast-^vmg pohti^ 
atm^phere. and there had b^n oppo-^ties to ex¬ 
plore their romance further. True, Fred was stiU a 
married man. WeH. you couldn’t have everythmg at onw^ 
Maybe it was the way he always said, time would settle 
all problems. At least she was finished with John Horgan. 

Mike had taken care of that 

She liked Haug. He was a man of his word. Nrt once m 
these three months had he again forced himsetf on her. 
They saw a lot of each other because she was the haison 
be^een the gambler-poUtidan and Fred, but it was aU 
dean fun and he hadn’t made a stogie pass. 

The phone rang and she answered it eagerly. Freds 
voice sounded concerned on the other end. Anything 
wrous, darling?” 

Lora’s voice trembled with exdtement. evey- 

thin^s fine. How would you like to be the next district 

attorney, as if I don’t know?* 

“Loral You’re not kiddingl* 

“It's all arranged. You’ll be nominated at the conven- 

*^°He plied her with questions and she answered as best 
she could, and presently she said, "I should see you as 
soon as possible. There are a lot of things we’ve got to go 
over before the convemtionj the sooner me better. 
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^atji the man agreed “Why don’t you drive 

out to the lodge and HI meet you there ” 

W glowed with pleasure. The lodge was a quaint 
cabm ttat Fred owned out at the narrow part of the 
lake where people seldom came. It was an excellent 
retreat and she had spent several glorious days with him 
there race before. "That will be lovely, Fred,” she said 
enmusiastically. “I’ll leave as soon as you hang up.” 

“Good girl." There was a click and he had hung up. 


The sun was an orange ball half hidden by the distant 
hills whCT Lora drove up to the secluded log cabin tucked 
among the tall, stately pines at the edge of the lake. As 
she brought her car to a stop and turned ofi the ignition, 
th^creeu door swung open and Fred came to meet her! 

Tou made good time,” he smiled, 

way-” She 

bited hCT head up offering her Ups and he smothered 
them witb his as he dasped her warmljr in his aims. For 
»vCTal moments they clung to each other that way. their 
bodies straining ardently, their tongues meeting in fiery 
contact ^ ^ 


It w^ Fred who ended it. He drew away and said, 

® ^ “ preparation, com¬ 

plete to the bottle of red vrine. Soon they were sitting 
^^ite rach other at the table near the large window 
that ovCTlo^ed the water and as they clinked glasses, 
Lma said, “To the next D. A.-long may he wave " 

Fred smiled modestly. “So you think it’s settledr 
Signed, sealed and delivered, with a plurality of at 
I^t fifty thousand. From here on in, you'll be riding on 
Ae momen^.” she assured him. ‘TU be visiting you in 
the White House, yet,^ ^ ^ 

Later, after their second cup of coffee, Fred lit a 
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later holding a “ nun^s Globe that distuj 
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openly on the party ticlff+ m i, 

working with me closely ah^Ae ^ 

is someone dose to HaL ^ 

“jner. The way I see if tSS^hr^ ® ^ “X 

« to. 

.verteH^d tap, h, 

to? ?-*lf ' to»e ,«U„g, 

dont know what to say* elm ^ sharply. “l^i 

)« d«.’, W 7'^y^ toX,,. .,' 

y<m mustn’t feel bad about if ir ^ 

2 to suggest this, but you soothed her. 

? for me^ 

*l/;co;o;^S;“ed1oZ^^^^ passed 


and 


™nvT returned to her cheekV -m t 

Tlis a„e y„„ StlljTT “? tolgiufioaa, 

■Wdi. y«. aSrS Mth liT- ’ 

»to 

^deUy. Tlere»l„Sl^'”p^'J ‘“”*d him 

out on me.- eis^ Fred. You're holdinc 

guilty look in his eve, , 

^ ^es confirmed her suspicions. 


SCARLET CITY 01 

Quickly her maimer soft^ed and when she spoke her 
voice had lost its brittle edge completely. 

“What is it, Fred? 1 don’t care what it is, just so long 
as I know the truth. Is it something to do with Alice?" 

His hands were clenched tightly so that the knuckles 
showed white and his face bore the expression of a scared 
rabbit. “Yes, it has to do with Alice,” he whispaed 
hoarsely. “She’s changed. Lora. Her illness has changed 
her very much. It’s robbed her of her self-reliance and 
she’s become terribly insecure. She wants me, now. She 
needs someone to lean on and I’m all she has. 

Lora felt herself go bmp as she watched him get to 
his feet and pace nervously across the room. From far 
ofi she heard him saying, "The thing is she suspects 
you’re more to me than just a secretary and in her present 
condition it’s eatipg away at her. Can you imagine what 
could happen if she should suddenly be swept away by 
a wave of resentment and blurt out something the papers 
could pick up? I’d be mined. We’d both be ruin^” 

"Then I was right,” Lora intenrupted ominously. “This 
is the end for us.” 

He moved to her quickly. “No, it’s not. We've got to 
keep seeing each other. I Imow it’ll be difficult but well 
find a way.” 

Slowly she pushed her chair back from the table and 
stood up to face him with challenging eyes. 

“I think I’d better go home.” 

Her hat and bag were lying on the mantelpiece where 
she had deposited them earlier. She crossed to them 
with quick, nervous steps. 

“Loral" 

Fred moved to her swiftly. “You mustn’t go now . , • 
not with things this way between us.” Suddenly he 
reached out and took her roughly in his arms, pulling 
her dose to him. ‘Tou’re making a mistake, darling. It’s 
all going to work out, I know it wiU.” 
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She struggled furiously in his embrace, pressing her 
hands against his chest to push him away. '‘Let me go, 
Fred,’’ panted fiercely* ‘Xet me go ” 

His arms tightened around her and his lips closed over 
hers, smothering her protestation. At once her struggling 
ceased and she seemed to go limp all over. Her reaction 
strengthened his courage and he clung to her ardently 
finding her tongue with his. And suddenly he reeled back 
with a ay of pain, clapping his hand to his mouth where 
her teeth had dug into his lower lip. She was glaring at 
him, white with fury, 

“Don’t you come near me ” she hissed through her 
teeth. “Don’t you ever touch me again*” 

She snatched up her hat and bag and ran out the door 
to the car parked nearby. 

He made no attempt to pursue her. Instead he walked 
to the couch deep in the room and sat down heavily, 
probing the gash in his lip with his tongue. From outside 
he heard the motor of Lora's car swell into an angry 
roar and then fade away in the distance. With a shrug 
of his shoulders he stood up and walked to the door 
that hung open the way Lora had left it. For a moment 
or two he stood staring out into the blackness. Then he 
shut the door and walked back into the room. 



CHAPTER EIGHT 


Mike Haug was playing solitaire at the big wahiot desk 
in his office when Lora burst in and sank down on the 
leather conch with a sigh of imotterable weariness. Her 
face was ashen and her eyes had a glazed look that made 
the gambler sit up in alarm* 

“My God, what happened, Lora?^ 

“Get me a drink, Mike,” she pleaded, '‘a big bourbon 
, , * straight Better let Gus bring the whole bottle” 

He barked the order through the intercom and came 
around the desk to where she was sitting. “You look like 
you seen a ghost. What happened, baby?” 

“It^s all right, Mike, A couple of drinks and Ill feel 
better ” She managed to smile at him reassuringly. 

Gus came in with the loaded tray and Lora downed 
two glasses in quick succession. Then she leaned back on 
the couch and this time the smile had more 2 est to it. 
“I needed that badlyshe muttered. 

Haug sEiid nothing but his eyes were troubled as they 
watch^ her carefully, 

“Didn't expect me, did you?" Lora said lightly. The 
drinks were warm inside her and she was beginning to 
lose the feeling of numbness that had gripped her all 
during the drive from the lake, 

“The way you keep busting in here without knocking, 
I'm gonna have to keep that door locked* Don't tell me 
you saw Dana already?" 

She was aware of the blood mshing to her face, “I saw 
him, Everythin^s fine and he'll be at the convention 
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to take the nomination^*' She got up and walked to the 
desk to pour herself a third drink. Standing there with 
the glass in her hand she said, *That’s not what I came 
to see you about, Mike. This visit is personal*' 

TThat's the kind of visit I like." He waited for her to 
continue. 

Presently she said, "You remember you once offered 
me a job, Mike? In fact you offered me a dozen jobs 
and said I could have my choice. Does that offer still 
hold?" 

“The light s still in the window, baby,** 

“In that case Vd like to take my pick" She tflted her 
head back and drained the glass in one gxdp, almost 
like a man. 

Haug studied her through narrowed eyes. “What hap¬ 
pened to your job with Dana?" 

“I quit . . . this afternoon" 

“Something wrong between you two?” 

“I'd rather not discuss it” 

He shrugged his shoulders but he wasn't satisfied, 
“YouH have to answer one more question. Whatever hap¬ 
pened between you and Dana, how does it affect the 
D- A, nomination? IVe got to know this,” 

“It’s just the way it was, Fred's still your man all the 
way down the Une.” 

“Thats all I wanted to hear,” he nodded. “Now let’s 
talk about your job.” 

Slowly, Lora came to him mth her head tilted back 
and her moist lips parted exotically. "Let's not talk about 
the job now,” she whispered softly, “I don't want to talk 
about anything, Mike. I just want you to take me home 
with you. Will you do that for me?” 

For one brief moment the man stared at her in mute 
astonishment. Then he stepped quickly to the door and 
slid the bolt. When he look^ back again, she lay on the 
green couch with her anns flung outward in an attitude 
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of reckless abandon. She had kicked off her shoes and 
her dress had twisted up above her kneesj revealing the 
exquisite shapeliness of her long legs and exposing a 
tantalizing patch of white thigh. Mike’s avid eyes focused 
on that spot as he came to h^ slowly, deliberately, Hka 
a tiger stalldng its prey. 

He was strong, with lean and sinewy arms like steel 
cables. She needed someone strong, someone who could 
maul her and crush her and hurt her the way she had 
to be hurt to make her forget tlie other pain. And he 
was hurting her now, straining her to him so tightly that 
her breasts ached and she could scarcely breathe. His 
lips seemed everywhere, burning her with their feverish, 
volatile hunger and she could hear his labored breathmg 
that became more constricted with the mounting intensity 
of his passion. 

But it wasn’t enough. The image of Fred was still in 
her mind and she couldn’t drive it away. She moaned 
and twisted in Mike's arms and dug her nails into his 
flesh deliberately, fanning his desire. And then his body 
tightened into a hard knot like the taut coU of a trap 
ready to be sprung. 

Suddenly his hands gripped her with a tremendous 
power and she had to bite h^ lip to hold back the 
anguished cry that fought to burst through. A controlled 
fury had entered into his passion, now, and he spent 
it on her with pitiless savagery. Only when she finally 
cried out for him to let her go did he release her, lying 
back with his breath hissing through his teeth in con¬ 
vulsive gasps. 

Many minutes later, she felt his hands on her again, 
but this time gentle and caressing as he drew her to 
him. “You made me wait a long time, baby,” he whis¬ 
pered softly, “longer than I ever waited for any other 
dame.” His lips flickered along her cheek and down into 
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the velvet hollow of her neck, "It's all right, thouglt It 
was worth it” 

Mike Haug's business interests were many and diver¬ 
sified. He owned four busy gambling houses spotted 
strategically through the city along with a string of horse 
parlors which were a separate operation that went under 
the heading of bookmaJdng. In addition, he controlled 
practically all the local prostitution ranging from street¬ 
walkers and common brothels to swank, elegant call 
houses catering to the exclusive carriage trade. 

On the other side of the ledger there were his legiti¬ 
mate enterprises, a linen supply house that serviced most 
restaurants and night clubs in the area, plus a garage 
and two hotels in which he had substantial interests. 

Examining this extensive set-up, Lora had difficulty 
deciding where she could best adapt herself. The shady 
character of Haug‘s holdings didn^t disturb her at all, 
but she wanted to avoid any contact with its seamier 
aspects. She finally created her own job. 

During her tenure at Club Inez, she had developed 
an infonnal service that provided some of the customei^ 
with discreet information as to where they could buy a 
night s romance or while away several hours and several 
dollars at a roulette wheel She had done this entirely 
m her own, recognizing that it built good wiU and en¬ 
couraged generous tips. 

When Mike outlined to her the main features of his 
modest racket empire, she immediately thought back 
to the days at Club Inez and the general outlines of a 
plan began to take shape in her mind. Wh^ not line 
up all the hat-check girls in town to steer customers 
to Mike's gambling establishments, horse parlors and call 
houses? At the cost of a small commission they could be 
harnessed into a considerable sales force, stimulating a 
lot of new trade. 
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Mike went for the idea in a big way and gave her a 
free hand to build up the necessary kind of organization. 

Lora seemed suddenly to have lost all her moral 
scruples, all hesitations, aU considarations of right and 
wrong. Fred s treatment of her, by filling her with bitter- 
had stilled the voice of conscience. All she wanted 
now was money, and power, no matter how she got them. 
She flung herself into her “work”—giving no thought to 
the evil she was doing 

In a short time she began to show results. Starting with 
several girls she knew from the old days, it was no 
trouble at all to interest practically every cloakroom girl 
in the area. Far from resisting her approaches, they were 
grateful for the opportunity to make a little pin money 
with so little effort. 

Her next move was to establish a closer connection 
between the gambling and prostitution operations. With 
Haug^s agreement she arranged for each of the four 
gambling houses to be staffed with a crew of luscious 
ladies whose function it was to decorate premises and 
make themselves available for hire by any of the reliable 
gambling clientele. She didn't bother with the regular 
girls on Hang's string. Instead she looked up some of 
her old acquaintances from Club Inez' defunct chorus 
line. There were a few who were just made to order for 
this kind of career. Whats more they had friends who 
fell into the same class, Lora had no difficulty filling the 
positions with plenty of choice applicants always in 
reserve. 

There were other hmovations along the same lines and 
in a very few months she had proven herself to Haug 
without a shadow of doubt. Gradually as she brought 
her creative and organizational talents into wider play, 
the modest rackets' empire began to expand into one 
of first-rate importance. 

She was out of politics almost ojmpletely now. As the 
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fall elections drew closer, the dty was bubbling once 
again with the noise and excitement of campaign oratoiy 
and charge and countercharge. But this Lora 

watched it all hroni the sidehnes. Only occasionally when 
she felt mistakes were being made or opportunities over¬ 
looked, did she seek out Horgan and offer her advice: 

But she never saw Fred any more. He made no effort 
to contact her and she kept out of his way. In her con¬ 
scious thoughts, that was a closed chapter in her life, 
superseded now by her business and personal relation¬ 
ship with Mike Haug. 

It was a new, lush world she had entered. Money was 
plentiful and pleasure easily attained ... at least a 
surface kind of pleasure that comes with fast living and 
fast spending. OfiScially she still retained residence in 
her old apartment, but in fact she lived with Mike and 
was accepted by his friends as mistress of his house. 

Election day came early in November and as bad been 
generally forecast, the machine swept every office, 
swamping the Citizens’ League beneath a discouraging 
torrent of votes. Sharing the victory was Fred Dana who 
became the new district attora^ with a plurality fhaf 
exceeded even the most optimistic expectatirais. When 
the returns were all in they revealed that he had led the 
entire ticket with a most impressive show of strength. 

Lora learned the results at home where Mike had 
invited over a few intimate friends to celebrate the an¬ 
ticipated triumph. They sat around the television set, 
sipping drinks and making small talk while they watched 
the votes pile up with bored confidence. Several times 
during the evening there were shots of the Dana cam¬ 
paign headquarters, but it wasn’t until all the results 
were in that Fred himself appeared on the video screen 
to deliver a brief message of thanks for the support he 
had received. 

Wistfully, and with a dull ache in her heart, Lora 
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tiiought bact to the election night five months before, 
when Fred had stood on a table in a room boiling over 
with enthusiasm and she had pulled him dovra to kiss 
him full on the Ups for all to see. The memory plunged 
her into a mood of inexpressible sadness that made her 
feel out of place amid the gaiety of the guests around 
her. The first chance she got, she slipped away from 
the party and went up to her own room where she lay 
on the bed and stared with troubled, melancholy eyes 
up at the ceiling. 

There was no disguising what she felt. That bnef 
glimpse of Fred, flushed and glowing with the intoxica¬ 
tion of victory, had reawakened in her all the old yearn¬ 
ing and desire she had fought so fiercely to destroy. 
Suddenly her life seemed barren and meaningless and 
she was a stranger among strange people in a strange 
house. 

She sat up to find a cigarette and her eyes came to 
rest on the telephone beside the bed. On an impulse, she 
reached for the instrument and slowly moved her finger 
over the dial. 

The woman's voice on the other end was brisk and 
effident. “Fred Dana’s campaign headquarters.” 

“I’d like to speak to Mr. Dana, please. This is Lora 
Paton.” 

Thete was a triof wait and then she heard Freds 
voice, hoarse and exultant. “Lora! It’s wonderful to hear 
from you. Now I feel the day is complete. How are 
you?” 

The lump in her throat made speaking difficult, "I’m 
fine, Fred, just fine. I heard the results and I wanted 
to congratulate you and wish you all the luck in the 
world.” 

“Thank you, Lora. You have no idea how much that 
means to me. I hear you’re doing very well. 
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“1 guess I can’t complain,” she struggled to keep it 
casual. 

“Well, that's fine . , * thats just fine.” 

There was a long pause and she reached desperately 
for something to keep the conversation eoine *'How is 
Alice?” 

His voice modulated to a subdued murmur. “Not weU* 
She doesn't seem to get any better. I was just going 
to her when you called.” 

Oh, don t let me hold you up. I only wanted to 
congratulate you and wish you luck.” 

“Thank you, Lora, Call me up again some time and 
maybe we can have lunch together.” 

“Yes, that would be nice. Go^ night, Fred.” 

She heard the click on the oflier end and slowly 
dropped the phone back into its cradle. For several mo¬ 
ments she sat motionless, dimly aware of the laughter 
and talk filtering up from the pa^ below. Then die dam 
broke and she flung herself down on the bed and wept 
without restraint 

When she returned downstairs again, the party was no 
longer the quiet sedate affair she had left an hour 
before. New guests had arrived to celebrate the victory 
in rousing fashion and it was impossible to escape the 
din and confusion. 

Lora drifted idly into the study where A1 Howe, tme 
of Mike’s lieutenants, hailed her exuberantly. “Looks like 
we did it again, eh, Lora? The whole ticket got in with^ 
out a casualty.” 

She gave him a polite smile. “So it did. Have you seen 
Mike?” 

“Not in the last half hour. Want me to look for him?” 

•T^o, that's not necessary, thanks.” She moved back to 
the living room. Mike wasn’t there. Neither was he in 
the dining room or out on the sun porch. There was no 
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special reason to find him except that in her depressed 
state she wanted someone to ding to. 

In the dim shadows at the far end of the porch, a 
Tnan and wommi were sprawled on a couch, locked in an 
amorous embrace, oblivious to everything around them. 
Lora hadn’t noticed them before but now that she did 
it made her self-consdous and she started to retreat into 
the house. As she backed away she nearly ran into an¬ 
other couple. Battened against the wall, nurturing their 
own private passion. 

The place is lousy with lovers, she thought and had 
a stroug urge to get away by herself. Quickly she crossed 
to the porch door and stepped out into the refreshingly 
cool autumn air. Without consciously guiding her steps, 
she moved lackadaisically along the concrete walk that 
bordered the side of the house. It was a nice night with 
a quarter moon almost directly overhead and by its dim 
light she could make out the spacious manicured lawn 
with the rock garden in the center and the small summer 
guest cottage beyond that. And dien she stopped short 
as she noticed the light in the cottage windows. 

That was odd. Two weeks before, Mike had closed up 
the little shack for the winter with a heavy padlock on 
the door. 

The high narrow heels of her shoes dug into the soft 
earth as she crossed the lawn to investigate, but halfway 
there the light blinked off and she hesitated, waiting 
expectantly for someone to emerge. No one did. For 
several minutes she waited and then with mounting 
curiosity she edged forward warily until not more than 
ten f^t separated her from the squat wooden building, 
Thafs when she noticed the padlock was missing ^d 
the door hung slightly ajar. 

Her eyes strained to penetrate the narrow strip of 
blackness that marked the opening in the doorway and 
then she started violently as the stillness was broken by 
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the sound of a woman's giggle, high-pitched and breath¬ 
less, exploding with unexpected suddenness from the 
interior of the cottage. 

“Do you think this is a good idea?” the voice trilled, 
repeating the silly giggle. 

A man's voice, low and mujffled, muttered something 
indistinct in reply. 

Lora heaved a sigh of relief. Another romantic couple* 
There was no escaping them* 

The sound of a creaking bedspring wilh its vivid erotic 
associations gave her a giddy, embarrassed feeling. How 
they had gotten in she didn't know but she wasn't going 
to break up their fun. She ventured a cautious step back 
toward the house and then another, and then stopped 
as a dry leaf crackled under her shoe. 

From the cottage she heard the womans voice again, 
the same voice, but now low and intense. "TDarlmg, I've 
wanted you so badly . , , it's been such a long time and 
Ive missed you, Mike, I've missed you so very much*” 

She didn't wait to hear any more. Her head was 
spinning as she raced back across the lawn but she didn't 
go to the house. Instead she veered toward the garage 
at the back and with trembling fingers unhooked the 
latch and rolled up the metal door. There was an extra 
set of keys in the glove compartment. Quickly she turned 
on the ignition and the roar of the motor shattered the 
stillness as die car backed out of the driveway into the 
deserted street, A grinding of gears, and the next instant 
it lurched forward and she was speeding across town 
to the familiar neighborhood around Decatur Avenua 

Thank God, she had never given up her old apartment 



CHAPTER NINE 


On flie surface, the break with Mike Haug was ac¬ 
complished with a miaimiun of ill filing. The gamble 
offered only the mildest objections to Lora^s annDimce- 
ment that she was mOTdng out of his house. 

T think you're making more out of this than it de¬ 
serves" he told her. *WeVe been getting along fine and 
there's no reason why we shouldn't go that way. HelL 
can't you see Mimi Arnold is just another dame with 
nice legs?" 

She didn't argue with him. 

‘THow far does this go?" Haug inquired warily. Tfou 
pulling out of the rackets, too?" 

”1 don't see why I should " lora replied evenly, ^One 
thing has nothing to do with the other," 

Tn my kind of business IVe got to have people work¬ 
ing with me who I can trust. I'm wondering about that, 
now" 

Tfou quit wondering this minute," flie woman 
flared up angrily, “Let's understand one thing, Mike. 
Tve invested a of mergy in your's enterprises and it 
hasn’t been wasted ener^, either. Your ledgers will show 
you that if you don’t know it already, I don’t intend to 
be pushed out in the cold at this stage of tile game " 

She glared at him defiantly but he merely shrugged his 
shoulders. “Nobody’s pushing. You hold up your end lika 
youVe been doing and we won't have any arguments " 

And that's how the matter was left. Lora continued 
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to devote herself to the rackets but her private life 
became just that , , . strictly private. 

It was a lonely life. No matter how much she crammed 
into each day to keep herself ocaipied, there were al¬ 
ways the nights when she retumed to the empty apart¬ 
ment where she couldn^t escape from her own thoughts. 
She tried to achieve some relief through several casual 
amorous adventures but found them unpalatable* 

Temperamentally she wasn’t fitted for it That was why 
she had broken off with Mike. She understood it now. 
As long as she had been able to maintain the illusion of 
love it had been all right. But the conversation with Fred 
on election night had demonstrated where her love really 
lay. Then Mike had become intolerable to her. 

It was a lonely, dreary life, tasteless and oppressive, 
and worst of all, without even the hope for something 
better. 

Then Alice Dana died. 

The news was announced over the radio late one night 
and Lora heard it as she sat curled up on the sofa, doing 
her nails. Her reaction was shocldng . , . even to herself. 
She felt no sadness or pity. On the contrary, her heart 
began to beat with unnatural vigor and the blood coursed 
through her veins hot and pulsating. With shame, almost 
horror, she recognized the symptoms. In the old days, 
when she would be hurrying home at night to meet Fred 
for a few precious, ecstatic hours with him, her heart 
had beat exactly this way and her blood had throbbed 
just so feverishly. 

It was a terrible thing to realize and she fought desper¬ 
ately to quench the fire that burned in her, but it was 
a losing battle. In the end she tossed aside all inhibitions 
and allowed her emotions to break through in all their 
blunt caDousness. 

Yes, she was glad. Her life meant something, too, and 
now she had her chance for happiness. There was no 
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doubt in her mind, Fred was a free man and Fred would 
come for her* 

It took two montibs , , , two long, bitter months of 
agonized waiting before the dream exploded. He didn*t 
call her. He didn't even acknowledge her condolence 
card. She had been deceiving herself with empty hopes. 

Now she couldn't even find refuge in her own fantasy. 
The naked truth thrust itself upon her too insistently. 
The chapter was really closed, finally and inevocably. 
Fred Dana belonged to the past 

Over and over she repeated the words in her mind, 
driving them into her consciousness, deriving a bitter 
satisfaction from this self-torture. It was like surgery. 
You cut ruthlessly at the diseased flesh amd die pain was 
unbearable. But later on you were cured and the pain 
became only a dim memory so that you could hardly 
recall what it had been like. 

The “'operation” lasted several weeks and then she 
thought she was cured. In her own mind she plac^ the 
night of Alice’s death as the supreme crisis. Having 
weathered that, she now experiemid a sense of release 
and newfound freedom. 

It showed in little ways. She dianged her hair style, 
cutting it short, to the nape of her neck but with soft 
lines that emphasized the finely chiseled contours of her 
face. She began to pick up the threads of her neglected 
social life and even threw a party for a few intimate 
friends she hadn't seen in ages. Then a long chatty letter 
came from Jean at the university in Regina and that 
helped, too* With a start, she realized that it was nearly 
six months since she had last seen her younger sister. 
In a few weeks th^ would be starting the spring vaca¬ 
tion at the university. It would be a good time to go 
down there. The change would do her good, too. 

That evening she c^ed Jean long distance and com¬ 
municated her plan. Then she went out on a three-day 
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shopping spree and had a wcmderful time buying up 
eveiy^ing in sight 

Even Mike Haug noticed the change in h^, You're 
looking better these days and it s not just the haircut, 
either," he observed approvingly* “What have you been 
drinking lately?" 

“Har^y anything at all," she smiled* "Maybe tttat 
explains it" 

“Clean living, eh?" His eyes traveled over the alluring 
curves of her figure, noting the firm breasts thrust tight 
against a clinging dress. ‘Tou don*t want to overdo it, 
baby. A gal's got to cut loose now and then just to know 
she’s still got the fire in her. Why don't you let me take 
you dancing tonight?" 

She tum^ him down graciously, "Not tonight, Mike, 
I don’t have the time. Im going down to Begina to visit 
my Idd sister in a couple of weeks and there’s a million 
things I have to do brfore I cBn. tear away," 

He raised his eyebrows in surprise, “How long you 
gonna be gone?" 

"A week or ten days, I’m not sure." 

"You might take time out while you’re down there 
to run over and see Harvey FeUowes " 

"What for?” She eyed him quizzically* Compton was 
the state capital and Harvey Fellowes was the chairman 
of the party, a man she had never met 

"Well, I don’t have anything special in mind, I just 
thought it would be a good idea to meet him," Mike 
suggested. “You know he’s never been very friendly to 
Our organization up here and it’s hurt us a lot on the 
patronage. He doesn’t like me either and that’s why 
I’ve never been able to build anything in his part of 
the state." 

Lora shook her head firmly. “No soap, Mike. Maybe 
some Other time I’ll go down there and pay Harvey 
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Fellowes a special social call but this visit is strictly a 
vacatioD,” 

“Okay, it was just an idea.” 

Now that she had made arrangements to leave, it 
seemed to Lora there were an endless number of details 
that needed handling. She came home one night, worn 
out after a full day's activity, and just managed to crawl 
out of her clothes and into a hot shower when the phone 

rang* ^ 

“Damn!" she muttered* "Doesn't it always happea" 
She thr ew a terry cloth robe around her wet body aud 
answered the call 
"Hello, Lora, this is Fred ” 

It was like touching a high-tension wire, "Hello, Fred, 
how ate you?” Soniehow she managed to keep her voice 
under control 

"I m fine, Lora, and you?" 

“Not bad." 

They had exhausted the preliminaries and she waited 
breathlessly for him to make the next move. 

“I got your card, Lora, and it helped me very much. 
Tve been ineanuig to call and thank you " 

Was that all? 

“As a matter of fact" he continued, "IVe wanted to 
see you very much but everything has been in such a 
turmoU these last few months, I-I. .His voice trailed 
oflE uncertainly. 

She came to his rescuOi "Of course, Fred, I understand 
how these things are" 

There was a pause that seemed to stretch interminably- 
Presently Fred said, “I happen to be in the neighborhood. 
Would it be all tight if I dropped in?” 

Her heart beat like a trip-hammer. “Why, of comse, 
Fred,” she barely murmured. “You come right over.” 
She finished her shower in a minute flat aud slipped 
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into a light green robe; the same one she had worn that 
first night with Fred. 

Fred arrived before she had had time to put the last 
touches to her hurried make-up. Trembling with excite¬ 
ment, she held the door open and let him pass into the 
living room. He wore a dark gray suit and black shoes 
and a black tie that stood out sharply against his white 
shirt It was a restrained mourning outfit, meticulously 
in good taste. 

As Lora shut the domr behind him he walked to the 
center of the living room and examined the familiar sur¬ 
roundings like a man does when he has returned home 
after a long absence. “I like the new drapes," he observed 
approvingly. 

“Thank you." She took his hat and placed it carefully 
on the table in the foyer while he settled himself at his 
old place on the sofa. 

In the beginning the atmosphere was strained and the 
conversation came in brief spurts, punctuated by long 
intervals of silence. She told him what she was doing 
and he told her what he was doing and it was all make¬ 
shift because neither one was saying anything important 
Presently, after a particularly uncomfortable lag in the 
conversation, Fred literally deared his throat and said, 
“I fed rather embarrassed, Lora, because I have a favor 
to ask of you and its been such a long time since I last 
saw you and I . . 

“Thats all right, Fred," she assured him quickly. “I’ll 
be glad to do anything I can." 

“You’re very kind, you really are." He smiled gratefully 
and lit a cigarette with fumbling fingers. “Have you read 
the editorial in yesterday’s CUobeT he asked abruptly. 

"Not that I recaU.” 

"Well, they really tore into me . . . but good. I don’t 
know if you’ve noticed it. but for the last couple of weeks 
the Globe has been taking pot shots at me practically 
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every day. They want to know why I haven't done any¬ 
thing to clean out the horse parlors and the gambling 
houses. They're screaming that I haven’t kept a single 
campaigQ promise. 

I^ora smiled- “Who does?^ 

“It’s no joke” he complained. "Yesterday’s editorial was 
the worst It seems one of their reporters paid a visit to 
that new house Mike Hang opened up near Ashfield 
Boulevard and found it operating wide open. They’re 
lighting the fire under me to do something.” 

“Is that all?” Lora sniffed disdainfully. “I don’t see why 
you should lose any sleep over this. Next week it’ll be as 
dead as last year's roses.” 

“I wish I could believe that This has all the earm^ks 
of a calculated attack. You know the elections aren’t so 

far off.” 

“So what? You've got another year before you have to 

run again.” .. t 

“Not necessarily.” The words slipped from his bps 

unexpectedly. 

Lora sat up and eyed him with new interest. “What do 
you mean hy that?” she asked. 

His answer came hesitantly. "Well, there’s been some 
talk about my making the race for governor. Of course, 
it’s just been talk so far, but there’s no teUing whenjt 
may develop into something more definite.” He glanced 
at her cautiously. “What do you think of the idea?” 

“I’ve heard worse,” she replied with a smile. "You 
realize, of course, it’ll take a lot of doing.” 

He nodded his head gravely. “I know it. That’s why 
this attack in the Globe bothers me.” His voice became 
plainttve. "You can help me though, Lora.” 

“In what wayr she asked. “I’U teU you strmght out, 
I don’t have any influence with the Globe. Its strictly 
an independent sheet*"' 
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“I wasn’t thinking of anything like that," he said 
slowly. T was thinking of sometlSng more direct." 

“Like what?” 

“Like closing down the Ashfield Boulevard call house." 

Lora raised her eyebrows in startled surprise. “That’s 
a big thing to ask," she protested mildly. "There’s over 
a hundred grand invested in that house. Even for Mike 
Haug that's a lot of money." 

"It doesnt have to be closed down permanently . , , 
just long enough to let the heat die down. If you explain 
it to Mike the tight way he’ll listen to you. He respects 
you.” 


Lora eyed him narrowly. "Why don’t you explain it to 
him yourself? He respects you, too.” 

He stared down at the rug with obvious discomfiture. 
1 did.” 

“And?” 


“He didn’t bite.” 

“I see.” She frowned thoughtfully. “So now you want 
fne to con Vince him, is that it?” 

“You can do it." His voice breathed new hope. "You 
know you can do it.” 

“Yes, I suppose I can,” Lora said quietly. "But why 
should I?” 1/7 


He started back as though his face had been slapped. 
"Wh—why should you?” 

“That’s right, Fred, why should I? Mike isn’t going to 
like this. I’ll have to do a lot of persuading and if I finally 
do convince him there will still be bad feeling that won’t 
go away so soon. I don't know if I want that. I have to 
work with Mike every day." 

"But where does that leave me?" he protested. “I'm 
caught in the middle on this thing." 

She shrugged her shoulders but said nothing. 

There was a long silence. Fred slumped back on the 
sofa and shook his head slowly Rom side to side. “You 
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hate me, don’t you, Lora?” His voice was almost a whis¬ 
per. “Ever since that night at the lake, you ve hated me.’’ 

"That s not true, IVe never hated you ” She rose quickly 
from the chair and stood over him, quivering with emo^ 
tion. *youve got no right to even think that” 

The intensily of her manner startled him. "What else 
can I think?” he proteted weakly. “You ran away from 
me that night and never came back.'’ 

“You never asked me to” 

Something in the way she said it made him look at 
her sharply. Suddenly he was off the sofa standing close 
to h^r with his hands gripping her arms. “Vm asking you 
now, Lora,” he exclaimed fervently. "Maybe I should have 
done this a long time ago, but it’s not too kte. Tin asking 
you, now ” 

He sought to draw her to him but she twisted away. 
“Don’t, Fred,” she murmured weakly. “I.et’s not start it 
aU over again.” 

“Why not?” he demanded. "Why shouldn’t we make a 
new beginning ... now when everything is in our favor? 
Has anything changed? Can you honestly say that any¬ 
thing has changed between ns?” 

She loiew what he meant and he was right. Of course 
he was right. She had never stopped loving him. But 
she couldn’t say it All the months of agony couldn’t be 
washed away with a few easy words, 

“You’re hurting my arms,” she murmured helplessly. 

His fingers relaxed but he didn’t release her. “These 
things don’t die. They’re intenupted but they don’t die. 
We’ve both acted like a couple of spoiled kids, letting 
ourselves get sidetracked by the unimportant problems. 
For God’s sake, Lora, let’s not make the same mistake 
twice” 

He took a step forward and his body was flat against 
hers and throu^ the thin material of her robe she oould 
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feel the pulsing desire that gripped him. This time she 
made no effort to break away. 

“I love you, darling. I want to marry you," he whis¬ 
pered fiercely. Tve thought it all out. Another seven 
or eight months and it will be aU right. By that time the 
election will be over, too, and then nothing will matter 
any more except the two of us." 

She gasped as his hands sought her intimately and his 
lips scorched al<Mig the side of her neck. She could no 
longer think clearly. She wanted to laugh and cry and 
overwhelm him with tenderness all at the same time. 
Her head was buried in his chest but he tilted it upward 
and their lips met. 

It was like a charge of electricity shooting through her. 
She dung to him hungrily, flaming with the violent need 
for him that had smoldered deep within her all these 
months. All restraint left her and she was devomed by 
a wild, elemental lust that surged through her and made 
every nerve in her quivering body a raw, naked tendril 
that throbbed to his touch. 

He didn t have to lead her to the sofa. She sank down 
among the yielding cushions and it was as though she 
were floating on waves of inexpressibly beautiful sound 
that rose around her and bathed her in a flood of rich 
harmony. L>ouder and more intense it swelled, mounting 
higher and higher with a throbbing rhythm until it ex¬ 
ploded in a piercing climax that made her my out be¬ 
cause such an exquisite sweetness was beyond anrliirano.- 


CHAPTER TEN 

The train raced past the Experimental Farm, tooting ib 
whistle, and then began to drop speed as it ne^ed the 
outskirts of Regina. At the window of her air-conditioned 
coach, Irfira stirred with anticipation as she thought of 
Jean waiting to meet her at the station. Her wonderful 
Idd sister . . . but not a kid any more. Jean had cel^ 
brated her twenty-Brst birthday two months before. She 
would even be able to vote this year. 

Lora smiled. That was a nice thought-Jean casting 
her first ballot for Fred. 

It was all set. There hadn't been much time before her 
departure but Lora had made the most of it. The party 
WM lined up solidly behind Fred for the gubernatorial 
nomination. All she had to do now was convince Harvey 
Fellowes. She was confident it could be done. 

The little matter of the Ashfield Boulevard call house 
had also been settled, and very neatly, too. True, Mike 
had balked like a wild steer at the idea of closing down 
the place. They had had harsh words about it, in fact a 
first-rate blowup. But Lora had laid it on the line for 
him, threatening to pull out and take half his rackets 
with her. In the face of this direct challenge, he had 
folded like a limp accordion. Mike Haug wasn't as tough 
as he liked to appear. 

That Fred had come back into her life was to Lora 
a thing of endless wonder that proved the time of mira¬ 
cles were not entirely gone. She and Fred had talked 
things out together and made plans together. Until eleo- 
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tion day they would have to be discreet about where and 
when they saw each other. Alice’s d^th was still too 
recent to allow him to take any liberties in public. Be¬ 
sides, Lora's connections with Haug could produce all 
kinds of embarrassing political complications, too. So for 
seven or eight months, maybe even a year, they would 
have to be careful and secretive. But eventually he was 
going to many her. He had said it over and over again. 
Once he became governor he was going to many her. 

And she was going to see that he became gov^nor, 
even if she had to tie Harvey Fellowes into knots. 

It was late in the afternoon when the train chugged 
into the station at Regina and as Lora stepped down to 
the platform she saw Jean, tall and willowy and glowing 
with youthful vitality, rushing toward her. The sisttrs 
embraced each other lovingly, exchanging warm 
and stepping back to study one another with adoring 
eyes. 

“Jean, you’re absolutely ravishing,” Lora exclaimed 
proudly. 

It was true, too. The girl had an exquisitely drawn 
face with high cheekbones that tapered to a strong but 
subtly molded chin. Her eyes were dark blue, almost 
violet and contrasted nicely with the silky smooth honey- 
blonde hair that hung loosely to her shoulders. Above 
a dark blue skirt she wore a white sweater that revealed 
the curves of a mature, seductive figure beneath. The 
all-American girl, Lora thought with a smile. Or could 
you really call her a girl any more? 

Arm in arm they walked the length of the station plat¬ 
form, through the waiting room to the taxi stand outside, 
tdldng animatedly all the way. Mostly it was the younger 
sister who did the talking. Lora preferred it that way. 
The less she had to say about her owd life, the better. 
As far as Jean knew, she worked for a man in the linen 
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supply business, lived alone, and was still unattached. 
That's as much as she wanted Jean to know. 

In the hotel room, ^ter Lora had showered and 
changed, she sat on the edge of the bed and faced her 
sister fondly, “IVe got to make one phone call and then 
well have dinner and you can show me around town,” 
She picked up the phone and spoke to the operator, 
^’d like to call Mr, Harvey Fellowes at the State Senate 
Building in Compton,” 

The younger sister's eyebrows went up a full inch, 
^y, my, aren't we getting important” 

Lora winked but made no answer. Presently a man's 
voice on the other end said, “Senator FeUowes' ofBce ” 
“I'd like to speak to Senator Fellowes, please. This is 
Miss Lora Paton,” 

“What is it about?" 

“Just tell the senator I'm calling at the suggestion of 
John Morgan.” 

“One moment, please.” There was a pause of twenty or 
thirty seconds before the man's voice came through 
again, smooth and oily. “I'm sorry, Miss Paton, the senator 
is tied up at the moment. If you leave your number with 
me, Tm sure hell call you back.” 

“WeQ, he won't be able to reach me tonight, but he 
can get me at the University Hotel in Regma any time 
before noon tomorrow ” 

She hung up and sniffed in disgust. Tliese busy peo* 
pie. Probably busy filling an inside straight. I know the 
type. Come on. Sis, we'U get something to eat” 

In the elevator going down, Jean said, “You re traveling 
in important circles, aren't you? Senator Fellowes is big 
time in these parts ” 

“High society, I hear,” Lora observed. 

“The highest Awfully rich and veddy-veddy high 
toned. Katherine Fellowes practically runs the social life 
in Compton, She's his daughter. 
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"You can’t open the Sunday paper without seeing a 
picture of darling Kate in her latest Paris creation drink¬ 
ing cocktails with her latest male adnurer." 

"You sound jealous," Lora teased. 

Jean shrugged her shoulders indifferently. “She doesn’t 
bother me." 

Lora laughed. “I m sure you do all right, even with¬ 
out Paris creations. Anyone special these days?" 

“Not really,” Jean replied lightly. “But Im having fun. 
How about you, Lora?” she ventured hesitantly. “Any¬ 
thing I ought to know?” 

For a moment the older sister was tempted to talk 
Fred, but she thought better of it and simply 
said, “I'm afraid you"!] have to be patient, darling. I don’t 
think IU wind up an old maid, but sometimes these 
things drag on a little." 

She smiled sadly and thought how trae that was. 

Harvey Fellowes didn’t call back the next morning 
and when Lora tried to reach him, he was still unavail¬ 
able. How tied up could a man be? That same afternoon 
she looked up the schedules and took the first bus out 
to Compton, 

The state capital was unfamiliar territory to her. As 
she stood before the awesome granite structure of the 
Senate Building with its massive columns and imposing 
flight of stone steps, she wondered if she hadn’t bitten 
off more than she could chew. Local city politics were 
one thing and there was nothing very important about 
electing an alderman or evai a district attorney. But a 
governor was something else again. Governors even be¬ 
came presidents. 

It was while she was standing there, debating whether 
to barge in on Fellowes or try another phone call, that a 
voice behind her said, “Care to buy that building, lady?” 

She whirled around and nearly fell into the thick solid 
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aims of Barney McKeon. "Barney,'’ she esdaimed joy¬ 
fully. ^Tliis is a wonderful surpme * 

He frowned at her sternly, "Surprise? You mean to say 
you didn't come down here espedally to see 

“I cannot tell a He, Bam^,” she smiled* T have to 
admit I didn’t,’’ 

"That’s a fine thing,” he grunted, "Here I am, the 
party’s newest and hottest assemblyman, the man who 
practically carried the whole ticket in the last election 
and you were going to pass me up ” 

"That's not true, I really was pl^inhig to get in touch 
with you, at least to say hello ” She wrinkled up her 
brow in an expression of bewilderment, "The trouble is 
I can’t tell one building from another around here. 
They’re all white,” 

"Well, the one you’re standing in front of is the State 
Senate Building and Harvey FeUowes’ office is in room 
204 on the second floor ” 

Lora eyed him curiously, "How did you know 1 want 
to see Harvey Fellowes?” 

He shrugged his shoulder, “The word gets around* 
You’re having trouble, aren’t you?” 

"The word certainly does get around,” Lora exclaimed, 
"Yes, Im having trouble. It seems the senator is a very 
busy man,” 

"I’m afraid he's going to stay tiiat way * * « for you,” 

"And what does that mean?” 

McKeon took her arm and led her away from the 
building, “Come on, let me buy you a drink and I’ll tell 
you all about it” 

They found a tavern a short distance away and Barney 
ushered the woman to a quiet booth and squeezed in 
opposite her. After the waiter had brought a pair of 
martinis, I^ora said, “Okay, why won't Fellowes see me?” 

"Because he doesn't like your choice for the next gov¬ 
ernor,” the poHtidau repH^ gravely* 
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“He knows about that?^ 

“If I do, you can bet he does. This is how I heard the 
story and I know it's on the level. Fellowes never liked 
the upstate party and he doesn’t like it now. He never 
liked Mike, and he hasn’t changed his attitude. Okay, 
Dana is Mike s man and he knows it The rest you cm 
figure out for yourself.* 

“I see.* Lora sipped her drink dioughtfuUy. “Does 
Fellowes have his own candidate?" 

“Not yet, as far as I know. But you c^n bet that whm 
he does, it'll be someone from his own crowd, from his 
own end of the state * 

“Well, Fellowes isn’t the whole state committee. What 
about some of the other members, do they feel the same 
way?" 

“That's hard to say," McKeon replied slowly. “Of course 
our own people on the committee from the lake area wiH 
push for Dana, but we don't have a majority. A good 
part of the others are strictly Fellowes’ boys. But I’d say 
there are ten or fifteen who might be swung to our 
side* 

“Wotild that give us the majority?" 

The man nodded. 

“And who are these ten or fifteen?" 

“You want me to name them?" 

“Thats just what I want you to do," she snapped. 
“Whats more, I want a little description of each one and 
how you think they can be reached and persuaded. I want 
to know who among them can use a little extra cash, 
who goes for beautiful dames, who’s angling for some 
special nomination, who would like to be made a judge, 
I want to know aU these things and if you can’t give me 
the information yourself, I want you to go out and dig 
it up." 

McKeon gnimed in amusement and his hand went up 
to his forehead in a stiff, military salute. “Okay, sergeant. 
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I got my orders. You won’t have to use that whip on 
me ” 

She laughed and patted his cheek affectionately. ‘Tou 

don’t have to salute. A simple salaam will be sufficient’’ 
“There’s just one thing—” 

“Yesr 

"Now you’re a big wheel, wording on the governor,” 
Barney said. “But once you were just working on Horgan, 
remember? I helped you. I completed my end o£ the 
deal—but I’m still waiting for yours.” 

She stared at him, startled. "Why, Bameyl Of course. 
Teh you the truth, I forgot all about it” 

"Political debts are sacred, you know,” he reminded 
her, the usual twinkle in his eye. 

“We’D repair the damage ri^t now,” she said. “Come 

If 

on. 

She led him to a cab, and soon they were making them¬ 
selves comfortable in her hotel room. There they dis¬ 
pensed with drinks, with trimmings, and instead got right 
down to business. Yet the experience turned out to be a 
new one, and in its way a thrilling one, for Lora. Barney 
treated her in a fashion no other man had ever done. 

He proceeded with gentleness, affection and, above all, 
with respect To hiin she was no mere hunk of flesh, 
albeit a beautiful hunk, She was a person, honorably 
completing a deal, and moreover be was extremely grate¬ 
ful to her for the gift of her body even though it was his 
only because he had paid for it 

He was almost humble before her as be kissed her lips, 
her neck, her bosom. He stroked her nylon-clad legs with 
an appreciation so deep it amounted to wonder. How 
beautiful you are,” he whispered. Gently he drew off her 
stockings, traced her calves with his lips, and then with 
a sigh buried his head in her lap. 

At first she felt as if his l^ses and caresses were 
platonic, almost fatherly. But that soon changed. Barney 
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knew what he was doing. After & while, Lora felt herself 
becoming supercharged with vibrant desire, actually 
hungering desperately for this man, or at least for the 
relief he could give her. From that point on, it seemed 
the entire night was one attenuated blaze of ecstasy, 
so well did Ramey fulfill his role-and so matchlessly did 
she perform hers. 

Before Lora returned to Regina that evening she had 
the information she had requested and McKeon had a 
new set of orders. The bus ride from the state capital to 
the college town took twenty minutes. Lora spent thaf 
time mulling over her problem. When she entered her 
hotel room she went directly to the phone and called 
Mike Haug person to person. 

**Whats up?” his voice came through a mixture of 
surprise and curiosity. "You seen Fellowes yet?” 

“No, not yet. He’s playing hard to get and I’ll need 
help. I want you to round up a dozen of the best girls 
we’ve got, Mike .. . and I mean the best. Let them pack 
a week's supply of clothes and put them on the first train 
down here. I’ll have reservations for them at the Hotel 
Wrightson in Compton but tell them not to barge in all 
at onoe. Let them come in pairs. When they’re set up 
in their rooms I’ll get in touch with them. Is that clear?" 

“The instructions are clear,” he replied, "but what is it 
about? You got me all worked up now.” 

“Not nearly as worked up as some people down here 
are going to be,” she chuckled. “You just send the girls, 
Mike.” 


It didnt take long for Lora to discover that city 
politics and state politics were pretty much the same 
thing. The bevy df twelve beautiful girls arrived on 
schedule and the campaign of corruption was duly 
launched. There were parties for the politicians where 
the liquor gushed in torrents and the noble serv ant; of 
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the people were introduced to luscious ladies whose 
intimate charms transcended their wildest fantasies. 

It was the pick of Mike Haug’s collection they were 
sampling, which meant they were getting the best. Th«e 
were sultry brunettes, flaming redheads, glittering 
blondes, in all sizes and shapes to satisfy the most 
diversified tastes. Each was an expert in her calling, 
with a wide emotional range and expUdt instructious to 
run the gamut. No one was disappointed. 

Lora attended one of the parties In person. One was 
Plough. The sight of Assemblyman Howard Briggs, fat 
and fifty, lying on a studio couch with three half-clad 
girls crawling all over him proved to be too rich for her 
blood. And that didn’t even begin to approach the activ¬ 
ity in other rooms where some of the politicos were 
younger, more virile, and more capable. 

After that, she was content to let the girls handle 
things by themselves. They knew how and were getting 
well paid for it 

Not all the names on Barney McKeon’s list were 
susceptible to feminine allure. Some were too old and 
others too timid. For them, Lora improvised according 
to the need. There was ancient Slater Voorhies who 
yearned for nothing more than a comfortable judgeship 
to sustain him in ^ declining years. Lota had Barney 
make a deal with the old man. 

On the other hand, Phil Neillson was married to a 
woman who just couldn’t manage on the modest sena¬ 
torial salary be brought home. Barney made a deal with 
him, too, and Mrs. Neillson was appeased with a lovely 
mink coat while the senator bad no more worries about 
the mortgage on his new home. 

What with the seduction and soft soap and simple 
bribery, the campaign was eminently successful The first 
converts were the hardest, but once two or three had 
entered the fold, it was easy enough persuading the 
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others and at the end it became a scramble with every¬ 
one eagerly leaping onto the bandwagon. 

Two weeks after Lora’s lovelies bad invaded the capital 
dty of Compton, she had her majority. And then Harv^ 
Fellowes stopped being unavailable. 

He came to see her in person at the hotel, a tall, 
distinguished-looking man in his late fifties with iron-gray 
hair, cold blue eyes set deep in their sockets, and a thin 
aquiline nose with wide nostrils that quivered when he 
got excited. He got excited often. 

It turned out to be quite a session. In the beginning, 
Fellowes was the epitome of culture and charm. That 
was while he still operated under the delusion that he 
was going to talk himself off the hook. But, graduaffy, as 
l>ora made it clear that she was very stubborn alMut 
Freds nomination, he lost his smooth veneer and began 
to storm and rage and bluster just like any fifth-rate 
wardheeler. Yes, indeed, state politics and city politics 
were very much the same, and so were the politicians. 

Lora let him wear himself out. She held all the aces 
and there was no need to argue with him. In the end 
he capitulated. 

She made it easier for him, “It’s a shame we have to 
fi^t each other like this. Senator,” she said in a voice 
that was pure saccharine, “espedaUy when Fred Dana is 
so anxious to have you in his comer advising him and 
helping him. He was counting on you to put together 
the rest of the ticket.” 

That was the face-saver Fellowes had been looking for 
and it brought him around in a hurry. By the Hm>. he 
finaOy left, he was all culture and charm again. 

Late that afternoon, Lora kissed Jean goodbye and 
boarded the train for home. Four hours later she was 
cradled in Fred’s fiery embrace and the weariness of the 
long train ride was forgotten in the fierce ardor of their 
reunion. It was not until the passion had drained from 
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her body that she could lie with her head in the crook 
of his aim and tell him of her two weeks in Compton. 
Halfway through her eyes began to dose and she could 
barely finish a thought. 

“Anyway, darling, the nomination is yours,” she mur¬ 
mured drowsily, “and in the next day or so you’ll have to 
go down there and settle the details with ^e honorable 
Harvey Fellowes, God help you.” 

“I don’t have much to look forward to, do I?” 

“I’m afraid not ” Witii an effort she opened her eyes 
and turned her head toward him, “But FU give you a 
break. You look up Jean while you're down there and 
take her to dinner and a movie and thatTl make up for 
all the time you have to spend with old knucklehead," 

“That might be a good idea,” he replied dubiously. 
“Does your sister know how things stand between us?” 

Lora looked at him anxiously, “No, she doesn't and I 
don't want you telling her. Just say you’re a faiend of 
mine,” 

He kissed her lightly on die cheek ^'Okay, if I have 
time I'll do that.” 

“If you're smart you'll make time* She*s a wonderful 
girl and you U really have fun. Besides I want you to 
meet her,” 

“Why?” 

“Because she's my sister and Fve got to know what she 
thinks about the man I intend to marry,” She closed her 
eyes and smiled conteutedly, “Don't worry, darling, she'll 
approve^ Jean has ^cdlent taste.” 

Fred left for Compton two days later and his huddle 
with Harvey Fellowes sketched out for a whole week. 
When he returned, he phoned Lora to report that ev^- 
thing had gone off without a hitciL 

“It's all set,” he announced triumphantly, “All we need 
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is the formal meetmg of the state committee late in 

July to make it offlcid.'’ 

^TThats wonderful,’^ Lora said* you get a chance 
to see Jean at all?*" 

“Yes, I did. She's a very lovely girl,*" 

“Is that the best you can say for the most beautifiil 
creature on Gods earth? Of course, you can see I'm not 
prejudiced.” 

He laughed tolerantly. “Okay, you just took the words 
out of my mouth. She sends you her love.” 

“That's better. Will I see you tonight?” 

“I'm afraid that's impossible,” he sighed. Tve got a 
date with Horgan for diimer and after 3iat I have to dig 
into some of the stuff that piled up while I was away. 
It looks like IT! be going down to Compton again in a 
day or so ” 

“What forr 

“Well, there are a couple of things. FeDowes wants 
me to spend time down there to get acquainted with the 
right people in his neck of the woods. And then there's 
this business of the Federal Crime Study Commissioa I 
don t know if you've heard about it, but they're due here 
in a couple of weeks to snoop around. Fellowes suggests 
it would be a good idea if Tm not available when they 
show, and I'm inclined to agree with him. We're not 
really worried that the Commission can hurt us in any 
way but the fewer questions IT have to answer, the 
better” 

"I suppose that makes sense ” Lora agreed, “How long 
will you be gone?” 

“Fellowes talks about a month to six weeks but I 
don't know if that's necessary. In any case it won't be a 
one-night stand.” 

“Will I see you before you leave?” 

“Don t worry, honey, 111 find a free night one way or 
another.” 
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As it turned out he never did find that free night 
Shortly before he had to make his train, he caBed Lora to 
apologize for having to say goodbye over the phone. 

It was very lonely with Fred gone. There was nothing 
to look forward to except his return and that was at 
least a month off. He didn t write to her because it had 
been agreed to avoid all correspondence. But then she 
got a letter from Jean that brought her news of him and 
that cheered her up* 

'T'our ©x-boss is down here again and he took me out 
to dinner last nighC the girl wrote. “I had a wonderful 
time. He^s really a very charmiBg man and 1 can't under¬ 
stand why you ever wanted to stop working for him. I 
know hell make a wonderful governor* 

So now she had Jean's approval, at least indirectly. It 
was good to know there would be harmony in the family. 

Fred was gone three weeks when the Crime Study 
Commission officially announced it was preparing to 
come to the city. The next day, Mike Haug came to 
Lora and said, ^'m taking a trip out to the west coast, a 
kind of vacation, I thought maybe you'd like to come 
along* 

She didn't understand him, “This is awfully sudden, 
isn’t it?* 

“Yeah, but that's because I didn’t Imow when those 
federal snoopers would be showing up* It wouldnt hurt 
if you pulled out, too," 

So that was it Lora had to laugh. First Fred and now 
Mike. The city would be empty soon if this kept up, “I 
think you’re making more out of this than you should, 
she replied scornfully, “If you want a vacation, thats 
one thing. But to run away frtan the Commission , , . I 
can't see it ” 

The truth was, she wanted to remain in town just in 
ease Fred might return ahead of schedule. She wasnt 
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going to tell this to Mike so she simply set her jaw 
firmly and refused to be budged. 

Mike left by plane taking a few of his key lieutenants 
with him. Lora drove them out to the airport and on 
the way back felt lonelier than ever. None of these people 
meant anything to her, but all the same, with Fred gone 
and now Mike off to California, there was hardly anyone 
left to talk to. 

A letter from Jean was waiting for her when she ar¬ 
rived home and her spirits rose as she eagerly tore open 
the envelope and pulled out the closely typed sheets 
inside. That was one thing you could say for Jean; she 
was never stingy about her coir^pondenoe. 

The letter began with the usual Aatty small talk about 
her studies and a dance she had gone to and the exams 
that were coming up, and so on for a whole page. Then 
there ’was a sudd^ change in tone. 

^‘Something has happened to me that I must tell you 
about,” the letter continued. “I promised I wouldn't 
mention it to anyone but you're not anyone and if I don't 
tell you Ill simp]y die. 

“\^en you were down here last time you asked me if 
there was someone special in my life and I said there 
wasn't. That's not true any more. It's the most wonderful 
thing that's ever happened to me. He's so handsome and 
charming and considerate and intelligent and decent 
and , . . But I guess I don't have to go on like this for 
you. After all, you worked for him and you probably 
know all this.” 

The sheet of paper slipped from Lora's numbed fingers 
and fluttered to the floor. 

Oh, no, U coiddnt be that! There must be some mis- 
take. Quickly she retrieved the fallen page and read on 
with feverish apprehension. The words seemed to leap 
up at her, hammering at her heart with shattering im¬ 
pact 
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1 blow tliis is the real ihLig ... He talks about ooth- 
ing else except how much I mean to him . . ■ We ve got 
to keep it quiet because he’s really still in mourning . . . 

I know you must approve of him or you wouldnt have 
had him look me up in the first place . . . 

It was impossible to believe. Over and over again she 
read the fatal phrases, torturing herself anew each time. 
Gradually as the full import of what she read penetrated 
her consciousness, she wanted to strike out blindly, 
smash things to bits, fling herself on the floor and kick 
and scream in a fit of raging despair. 

The first surge of wild passion ebbed and left her 
stripped of all emotion except for a profoundly bitter 
sadness that flooded through her and weighed her down 
almost beyond endurance. What remained for her now? 
Fred was gone . . . this time forever. Nothing not even a 
miracle could ever wipe this out and bring back what 
had been lost. In her disordered state it was impossible 
to think clearly but one thing seemed fixed and im¬ 
mutable. She could never love Fred Dana again. T^e 
sadness that oppressed her had nothing to do with him 
any more. It was tfie love that had died within her, for 
which she grieved. 

JeanI Her own wonderful, precious baby sister had 
taken away this love. You read about these things in 
books, but th^ always seemed remote and unreal, and 
now it had happened to her. Her sister—who would have 
died if she knew what she had done—had crushed the 
most important thing in her life. 

It was impossible to sit quietly. Distractedly, sbe paced 
about the room, feeling' her nerves drawing together in a 
tight knot Her gaze came to rest on the built-in bar, set 
against the far wall. Swiftly she crossed to it and poured 
herself a drink. The liquor burned her throat It was 
weeks since she had drunk alone. 

It didn’t help. She returned to the sofa and sank into 
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it wearily* How was she to answer Jean’s letter? What 
could she write * *. that she wished her all the happiness 
in the world? The thought evoked a new anxiety* 

Could Fred make Jean happy? She pictured them 
together^ Jean^ young and blossoming, tasting his lips on 
hers, giving him back all his passion with the fresh 
vitality of her vibrant body. 

She leaped to her feet again and lunged toward the 
bar with the frantic desperation of an alcoholic* Her mind 
was ehaodc ... a crazy jumble of anxiety, despair and 
helplessness. 

liess than a month ago, Fred had held her in his arms 
and whispered his love to her. He had meant it ... he 
must have meant it* But bow deep did such love go when 
it could be tossed aside in so short a time? ShoulAi’t Jean 
know about this? Wasn’t it her responsibility to warn 
her? 

At once she rejected the idea. She mustn’t judge Fred 
by her own experience. From the very beginning their 
affair had been a stormy one, unstable and endlessly 
troubled* As she thought of it, now, she could see how it 
had been fated to end disastrously. There had been too 
many difficulties , , * too many hurdles. 

W^y should she feel it bad to be that way with Jean? 
Wasn’t it her own jealousy that was motivating her, 
urghig her to intrude on her sister’s newfound happiness? 
No, Jean must never loaow anything of all this. It wasn’t 
a question of being noble. Her own love was jSnished and 
she was giving up nothing. But Jean’s was just beginning 
and Jean deserved a fair chance at the happiness with 
Fred that she had been unable to achieve. 

Slowly she refolded the letter and shpped it back into 
its envelope. For many minutes she sat hunched on the 
sofa, staring at the floor with unseeing, brooding eyes, 
Then with a great effort she went to the phone and called 
John Horgaa 
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Tve W tWridng it »ver.' d» sdd to a 6at. toodeas 
vniVp “I think m go away after all. 

-Now yoo-te Idtog sOTse,' he boomed app™™>8^ 
-Itha sie you didn’t make up yera 
could have left with Mike and the boys. , . „ 

“It doesn’t really matter,” she sighed. “I m not 
to go to California. I think O take the o*er 
and ^ New York City. I’ve always wanted to see New 

’'iSn hung up and went to her deak, totog a sheet o( 

fresh white® stationety and a pen. Slow^ 

“lean darling, you don t know how thrilled I am at tn 
neis a^d how much I wish you aU the happiness m the 

world 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

Lora ^ed New York. It was big enough and different 
enough to provide the kind of diversion her battered 
^ohom required. Not that she was really forgetting anv- 
The dull ache in her heart was still there and 
she knew it would be there a long time. But at least she 
was temporarily shielded from the need to meet Fred 
ag^ and that was a ccmsiderable help. That was the 
real reason for making the trip. 

But New York wasn’t home and after all the sight- 
^mg and shopping and evenings at the theatre, ttre 
was still the emptiuess of a strange hotel room in a 
Strange city. 

She had arr^ged to have the Ghbe mailed to her daily 
news from home became a regular ritual 
s the time passed, she noted that the Crime Study Com- 
mssion had come and gone without accomplishing any- 
^g. She also followed the slowly developing pfliail 

Ss Sm'Ind ^ get under way. 

iTsed. nommation was being openly dis- 

He htaself was still down in Compton, patching up his 
^hhcal fences, and every so often Lora came aLss 
an Item reporting a speech he had delivered at some 
imcbeon, or a social function he had attended as the 
^est of Senator and Mrs. Harvey Fellowes. On one 
occasion the society page carried a picture of him da^J 
mg with the elegant Katherine F^wes at Tsw^ 
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society charity hall. If he could crash into this crowd, 
Lora thought, he was certainly moving up quickly. 

A letter from Jean also kept her in touch with home. 
The girl was still basking in the warmth of her new love 
and she wrote glowingly about Fred and her dreams of 
the future. 

Before Lora realized it, July was nearly gone and she 
was reading reports of the party's state convention and 
Fred’s nomination. Harvey Fellowes, it was, who made 
the nominating speech and he didn t spare the adjectives. 
Then there came a letter from Mike demanding to know 
how long she intended to play hookey and she decided 
it was time to go home. Eventually she would have to 
face Fred. This was as good a time as any; the roughest 
period was behind her. 

There was one last shopping spree and a final look at 
the city and then she was packed and at the airport, wait¬ 
ing to board her plane with the restless excitement of a 
little girl going to her first party. 

As she entered the waiting room and seated herself at a 
spot where she could watch the clock on the wall, she 
noted that she was a half hour early. A copy of the 
Globe, picked up at the hotel that morning, lay across 
her lap and she opened it and scanned its columns. 

Page one carried a story on the Citizens League con¬ 
vention which had formally nominated Ballender to op¬ 
pose Fred. A two-colunm picture showed Ballender shak¬ 
ing hands with Dan Ewing while Cy Lodigs hovered in 
the background. Lora sighed wistfully. The old crowd. It 
seemed like a century had passed since that day when 
Dan Ewing had given her a Hft home and she had blurted 
out Fred’s precious secret to him. What a green amateur 
she had been in those daysl 

A smaller headline on the same page revealed that the 
Crime Study Commission was planning another visit to 
the city within a few days. That was a cute tw^t and 
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Lora wondered if Mike would be leaving for California 
again.^ If it kept up this way, he’d have to buy a com- 

muter's ticket. 

She turned the page, idly perusing the assorted items, 
and suddenly the color drained from her face and an 
anguished cry exploded from her lips. The rattling of the 
newspaper in her trembling fingers made it almost im¬ 
possible for her to read the headline that announced: 
ENGAGEMENT OF STATE CHAIRMAN'S DAUGH¬ 
TER TO CANDIDATE REVEALED. 

With feverish eyes, Lora read the story in smaller type. 
The lead paragraph told everything. “The engagement ctf 
Katherine Fellowes to Frederick Dana was announced 
by her parents, Sen. and Mrs. Harvey Fellowej, to a 
gathering of intimate friends at their home last night 
No date for the wedding has been set as yet, but it is 
understood that the couple will not be married until some 
time after the elections this 

Lora didn’t bother to read any more. Her face was 
white with fury as she flung the paper aside and strode 
directly to the row of phone booths across the room. 
Halfway there she hesitated tot a brief moment and the 
expression on her countenance changed to one of troubled 
concern. When she made the call it was to Jean, in 
Kegina. 

For six long minutes by the clock on the wall, she 
waited until the operator’s voice came through again to 
say, Tm sorry, but your party doesn’t answer." 

She hung up and moved with rapid steps to the ticket 
window just outside the door of the waiting room. There 
was no line and she transacted her business without 
delay. When she boarded a plane a short time later, 
everything was arranged. There was a stop at Cmdnnati 
and she would be able to get a train there to Regina. If 
the schedule wasn’t interrupted she would see Jean in 
less than five hours. 



SCARLET CITY 133 

The five hours were like five decades. Loras mood 
shifted back and forth between venemous hatred tow^d 
Fred and pitying grief for Jean. There was no confusion 
in her mind any more; at least not about Fred. She 
understood him now with crystal clarity ... a callous, 
self-centered opportunist, bullying his way forward with 
ruthless indifference to anyone who could no longer serve 
him adequately* 

At Cincumati, she tried to reach Jean again, but with- 
out success and when she finally arrived at the Regina 
station, she was trembling with suppressed anxiety. She 
found a cab, gave the driver Jean’s dormitory address and 
lit a cigarette with nervous fingers as she settled back 
against the leather upholstery. 

The taxi was equipped with a radio which was tuned 
to a disk jockey program and the brassy notes of a big 
band playing one of the latest pop tunes grated the raw 
edges of her nerves. Isn’t that kind of loud?” she 
ventured hesitantly. 

The driver leaned (oiward to adjust the set see if 
I can get you something else.’’ His ^gers played with the 
knob and the music was suddenly cut oflE to give way to 
the strident voice of a newscaster* 

“The police and university officials are still puzded by 
the strange death of twenty-one-year-old oo-ed Jean Paton 
early this moming and are unable to say whether the 
overdose of sleeping pills was an accident or planned 
suicide . • 

“Care to listen to the news?” the driver asked, and his 
^es traveled up to the rear-view mirror. The next 
moment there was a screech of sldddiiig tires as he 
jammed his foot on the brake, 

“What happened, missF’ 

He leaped out of the cab and tore O'Pen tiie rear door, 
Lora’s body toppled into his arms. 
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For two days after the funeral, Lora saw no one. 
Closeted in her own apartment, she discouraged all 
callers from behind a locked door. But on the third day, 
she called Mike Haug. 

Tm feeling a little better, thank you," she said in 
answer to his inquiry. “In fact, I'd like you to pick up 
John and both of you come to see me today. Will you do 
that?” ^ 

"Why sure, Lora, I’ll be glad to,” he said. “It’s good to 
know you’re snapping out of it” 

When he arrived with Horgan several hours later, both 
men were startled by the change in the woman’s appear* 
anoe. She was wearing a somber black dress that em¬ 
phasized the absolute whiteness of her face, relieved only 
by eyes sunk deep in their sockets and veiled by dark 
shadows. Her mouth was drawn into a tight, pale line 
that curved downward at the comers and her cheeks 
were unnaturally thin and hollow. But all this didn’t 
convey the feeling of grief so much as it suggested a 
kind of grim, concentrated bitterness that could explode 
at any moment in dangerous, unpredictable ways. 

“I asked you here for a special reason,” Lora began 
abruptly. “I want to talk about the election.” 

The men exchanged puzzled, uneasy glances. "What's 
on your mind?” Mike asked warfy, 

“Fred Dana,” she replied. “I think he’s the wrong 
candidate. I want us to get a new cme.” 

Horgan half rose ftom his chair, staring at die woman 
incredulously. "What are you saying, Lora? You can’t 
mean thatl” 

“I mean every word of it,” she replied without emotion. 
Tve been thinking it over for two days. I want another 
candidate instead of Fred.” 

"Why?” The question came from Mil-A 
She turned and faced him woodenly. "He kiil«i my 
sister, that’s why.” ' 
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It was lite a pistol shot exploding in the room. The two 
men sat in stuimed silenoe, hesitating to speak. Finally 
Mike said, "You mustn't talk like this. You're saying wild 
things you're bound to be sorry for later on." 

T know what I'm saying, Fred Dana killed my sister" 
A harsh, cold anger crept into her voice. "Ha took a 
sweet imspoOed kid and fed her a pack of pipe dreams 
and she believed him because she had nev®r met his 
kind before. Then he threw her over for Harvey Feb 
lowes' daughter and a place in sofdety, Jean swallowed 
a box of sleeping pills because of that I say he murdered 
her" 

There another uneasy sileace that was finally 
broken when Horgan got nervously to his feet and 
muttered, "You're probably right about it, Lora, but you 
can't get back at Dana through the elections , « , one 
thing has nothing to do with the other ” 

"That's where you're wrong, John," she retorted. "Sure, 
Tm getting back at h im . I want to destroy him the way 
he destroyed my sister. I want to see him wiped out 
pollticaUy . . « sent back to his law office, a complete 
failure." 

Horgan moved to her soothingly. “Take it easy, honey. 
You're all worked up. You don't know what you're say- 

“Quit repeating that," she snapped at him hotly. “I 
know exactly what I'm saying. I want you people to tell 
Fred he's through. I want to twist his arm until ha 
resigns in favor of a new candidate. And don't look at 
me as though I’m crazy. Things like thk have been done 
before and you kuow how to do them. If you don't, IH 
tell you." 

“You don’t have to teU us " Mike said, looking at her 
through narrowed eyes. “We know how it's done, but 
we're not going to do it There's no reason for it” 

She swung around anxiously. "I gave you the reason,* 
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That’s not good enough* 

“You mean you’re turning me down?* 

That’s right, Tm turning you down,” Haug replied 
coldly. Tou’ve been making big demands on me and the 
party for too long. A couple of months ago when you 
were still pitching for Dana you made me close down 
the Ashfield Boulevard house. Then you want to get him 
the nomination for governor without hardly asking any of 
us. Now you’re singing a new tune and we’re supposed 
to dance to it. Wel^ I’m not. I’m sick and tired of being 
led around by a prima donna.” 

He sat back and glared at the woman with his jaw 
thrust forward belligerently. Lora faced him with sudden 
hatred. “You’re a fine one to be sick and tired,” she said 
through her teeth. "You were practically hanging on the 
ropes when I came into the picture only a year ago. The 
fourth ward was slipping through your fingers, the 
Citizens’ League was making things hot for your rackets, 
and you couldn’t get to first base with a guy like Harvey 
Fellowes. It’s different now, isn’t it? Things run smoothly 
these days, but you’re sick and tired. Well, I’m sick and 
tired of begging. You owe me more than you’ll ever be 
able to pay back, Mike Haug. I’m not asking favcsrs any 
more, Tm demanding a little of what’s owed me.” 

"You’re not going to get it" 

Lora turned to Horgan. Tell him he’s wrong, John,” 
she said quietly. 

Ihe politician looked away unhappily. “No, he’s right, 
honey. You can’t come around barkhig orders like a top 
sergeant. The party don’t work that way.” 

Tt does when he barks them; it always did. My God, 
I don’t want to make a fight out of this but if you force 
my hand I will. Fred Dana has to pay for what he’s 
done. I won’t rest easy until he does.” 

Slowly Mike got to his feet and stepped close to her. 
His bla^ eyes were two balls of polished marble glinting 
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in the light Tm gonna give you some advicse, Lora,*' he 
said in a voice that was like a ripsaw. ‘T’red Dana is my 
candidate. Working for my interests. He runs for gover¬ 
nor and anyone who tries to stop him is biting ofi a fat 
slice of grief ” His eyes bored into her. ‘TTou got enough 
grief already, Lora,*' 

The blood flooded her face and she bared her teeth like 
a trapped tigress, “Why you two-bit hood, you . » 
hand shot out and she hit him a stinging slap across the 
moufo. “Get out,” she hissed, “Get out before I do some¬ 
thing I'll really regret'^ 

Her arm went back to strike again but Horgan grabbed 
her and wrestled her away. “Cut it out, Lora,” he growled* 
“Ain't you got any sense left?” 

“Come on, John, let s get out of here,” Mike sneered as 
he crossed to the door and held it open, Horgan released 
his hold on the woman and moved quickly out into the 
halL 

“Wait for me downstairs,* Mike said to him curtly, 
“I'll be right down.” He closed the door on Horgan and 
turned the lock. As he moved back into the living room 
his face was a waxen mask, absolutely impassive except 
for a spasmodic twitching at one comer of his mouth. 

Lora retreated before him in alann, “I thought I told 
you to go, Wh-why did you lock the doc^P" 

He advanced on h^ without speaking until she was 
backed against the table at one wall. Then as he closed 
the space between them, he said, “You didn't apologize 
for slapping my face ” 

She started to answer but the words were cut short as 
his arm whipped up with lightening suddenness his 
hard, bony fist cnmched mto the side of h^ face high 
up on the cheekbone, A gasp of pain hissed through 
twisted lips. As she lurched to one side, he reached out 
and seized her by the black dress. There was a ripping 
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sound and the dress split along the shoulder. His fist hit 
her again in the same spot and she crumpled to the floor. 

Coldly, without hurrying, he seized the tom dress again 
to jerk her to her feet. It came away entirely and she was 
lying there, half naked, trembling and defenseless. The 
light slanting in through the half^drawn blinds molded 
the ripe curves of her body in contrasting light and 
shadow. Suddenly he was crouching beside her, tearing 
at her and pinning her shoulders to the rug so that she 
could barely move. 

She wanted to scream but then she saw the wild look 
in his eyes and she didn t dare. With a terrified moan, 
she damped her jaws together and her teeth bit into 
her lower lip so that she tasted the blood, sweet and 
sickening in her mouth. 

For now he was not beating her with his fist. No. He 
was returning slaps for the slap she had given him. 
Brutally, me^odicaUy, he sent Ifls open hands crashing 
against her quivering form. He slapped her face until 
her head rocked. Then he slapped her back, and her 
lovely coral breasts, pounding each until it purpled with 
pain. Then he proceeded to her buttocks, leaving raw 
red finger marks, slapping, slapping, again and yet again- 
Still he was not satisfied. He rolled her over on her back 
and began to maul her thighs, still with his open palms, 
slapping cruelly again and again until the creamy flesh 
becsme the color of blood-tinged milk. 

Then he pulled her broken body to him, and took his 
fill of it, driving wild pain through her. She writhed and 
twisted but could not escape; somehow she had to bear iL 
It was brief and savage. She was barely conscious of 
what was happening when he finally got to his feet, leav¬ 
ing her Imip and sobbing on the floor. With a low, ugly 
laugh he turned away and moved toward the door. 

"You still didnT apologize,'* she heard him say with 
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mocking venom, “but 111 let it go * . . for old time's 
sake ” 

Then die door opened and closed and she was alone, 
feeling the throbbing of her cheek and the deeper hurt 
inside her. 







CHAPTER TWELVE 


The young secretary stood just inside the office and said, 
"“A Miss Lora Paton would like to see you. She has no 
appointment” 

The man behind the desk looked up in surprise. ‘"Miss 
Lora Paton?” 

That s right She says ifs important ” 

He pursed his lips thoughtfully and nodded. “All right, 
Ella, send her in.” 

His eyes were on the door when Lora entered and h© 
rose quickly and came around to offer her a chair. 
She was dressed in mourning black and wore a black 
veil that hid her face almost completely. 

“Hello, Lora, ifs nice to see you again ” he said. 

Thank you ” She settled herself in the chair, “I want 
to apologize for barging in on you this way, Mr, 
Ewing.” 

“Not at all.” He smiled gently and resumed his place 
opposite her behind the desk. 

T suppose you re wondering why I'm here?” Liora 
said. 

‘ni admit I m curious.” 

There was an interval of silence whfle the woman 
smoothed out the folds of her coat. Then she said, Tve 
come to offer my help in your election campaign,” 

Dan Ewing s eyebrows shot up in astonishment and he 
reached for the unlit pipe on the desk and clamped it 
between his teeth. Tm not sure I understand you,” he 
said cautiously. 
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Behind the veil Lora's lips curved in a faint smile. “You 
mean you re not sure you believe me.” 

Dan's eyes twinkled. “Let's say fin slightly befuddled.” 

“I can understand that,” she nodded, “but Tin very 
serious about it, I want to help you elect Ballender ” 

"Why?” 

“Because I want to see Fred Dana defeated ” 

He leaned forward and studied her intently, wishing h© 
could see her face behind the veil *That doesn't explain 
anything,” he said with a slight trace of impatience, 
“Why do you want Dana defeated?” 

She looked down at her lap. "Because he murdered my 
sister” 

A gray pall seemed to blanket the ofEce. The twinkle 
faded from Ewing's eyes and he leaned back in his swivel 
chair while his fingers drummed a nervous tattoo on the 
polished desk top. “You'd better tell me about it from 
the beginning,” he said quietly. 

She poured out the full story to him in a torrent of 
words that burned with anger and passion. She spared 
him nothing, not even the sordid details of her own 
turbulent, tragic affair with Fred. And as she unburdened 
herself, she felt better, as though this frank confession 
transferred some of the misery she carried onto Dan’s 
shoulders, listening her own load. 

"I want Dana to pay for what he's done,” she concluded 
bitterly. “I want him to taste what it s like to have every¬ 
thing that's precious to him trampled and crushed before 
his eyes. The biggest thing in his life is to sit in tb© 
governor's mansion in Compton and that's what I want 
to prevent ” 

Again there was an uncomfortable silence. Dan puffed 
absently at the unlit pipe gazing with troubled eyes across 
the room at the woman who sat facing him at the edge 
of her chair like a frightened bird, poised for flight 
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FinaUy he said, ‘TVhat about you and Haug* youVe part* 
nets with him, aren't you?” 

“Not any more,” she murmured. 

“Since when?” 

“Since yesterday afternoon,” 

“That's very sudden, isn't it?” 

“Sometimes things happen like that” She eyed him 
curiously, “Don't you believe me?” 

The man shrugged his shoulders, “It takes a little time 
to digest all this. You've explamed why you want to see 
Dana licked but frankly it’s hard for me to believe you've 
pulled out of the rackets overnight ” 

“I didn't pull out,” she said heavily, “Mike Haug threw 
me out*” Suddenly her hand shot up and she lifted the 
veil that hid her face. “He wasn't gentle, either.” 

Ewing sucked in his breath sharply as he stared at the 
ugly purple welt that ran diagonally along h^ left cheek¬ 
bone. “Did Haug do that to you^ he gasped incredu* 
lously. 

“Yesterday afternoon.” She lowered the ved and looked 
away, 

“The dirty rat!” The words exploded from his lips 
fiercely as he stood up and came around the desk to 
where she sat “They're all a brave bunch of guys, aren't 
they? Experts at stealing candy from kids and slugging 
defenseless women.” His hand rested gaitly on her 
shoulder* “I'm sorry, Lora. I didn't wamt to doubt you 
but it wasn't an easy thing to believe.” 

She looked up at him, and standing close to her, he 
could dimly make out the wan smile that trembled on her 
lips. “That part of it isn’t important,” she said. “The 
only thing that matters is that you'll let me help you 
beat Dana. You will, won't you?” 

He withdrew his hand from her shoulder and walked 
to the wdndow, “What do you want to do?” 

“Anything you tell me,” she replied without hesitation. 
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*Tliat might be more than you think,"* he said 
T’ry me” She got to her feet and came toward him. 
Tell me what you want and see if Tm serious or not"^ 
He took the pipe out of his mouth and stuffed it into 
his coat pocket* “Okay, Ill tell you* Next week the Crime 
Study CommissioD is coming back for a new set of hear¬ 
ings* I want you to go before it and tell the whole story 
of crooked politics in tliis town* I want you to rip the 
whole thing wide open without holding anything back 
. , , the rackets and the party, the buying and selling of 
influence , . . everything* Are you ready to do that?^ 
Lora hesitated* That means I would have to imphcata 
myself, too,” 

That s what it means.” 

“And I could be prosecuted and jailed as a result of my 
own testimony?” 

He nodded* “You might get special consideraticm for 
volunteering the information but there are no guar¬ 
antees,” 

She turned away and walked back to her chair, “You re 
not making it easy for me," she murmured vrith her head 
bowed, 

Tou re still free to back out ” Ewing reminded her, 
Tes, I know . . Suddenly she faced him again stand¬ 
ing firmly erect with her shoulders thrown back and her 
head held up. 'I'm not backing out* ITJ give the Com¬ 
mission the story you want and if I get sent away for it, 
that s all right, too.” 

He was across the room like a shot, gripping her arms 
with both his hands and gazing at her warmly, Tou 
won"t be sorry for this, Lora, I know you won't.” He 
spoke roughly in an effort to hide his emotion. “Maybe 
I shouldn't say this because I don't know you very well, 
but I never believed that you belonged with Mike Hang's 
dirty setup. I think you've come over to the side where 
you do belong,” 
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She lowered her head. “Thank you, Mr. Ewing.^ 

He smiled sadly. *T thought we had au agreement that 
my name is Dan.” 

She looked up and sighed wistfully. "That was a long 
time ago. I didn't think you remembered.” 

His eyes were soft and tender. “I don't forget nice 
agreements like that” 

The arrangements for Lora s appearance before the 
Crime Study Commission were handled by Dan with 
the utmost care. Above all, he felt that secrecy was 
absolutely necessary lest the party bosses get wind of 
what was in the works and somehow maneuver them¬ 
selves into a protected position or even do bodily harm 
to Lora. 

The day after Lora came to see him, Dan got in tondi 
with the commissions counsel, Ernest Vanning, and 
brought him together with the woman in a series of care¬ 
fully concealed preliminary sessions at which she m- 
dicated the scope of her proposed revelations. Gradually, 
in homs of questioning by the lawyer, she pieced to¬ 
gether the story she intended to tell, at the same time 
digging up various documents and letters from her per¬ 
sonal files to buttress her verbal evidence. 

During this time, Dan was with her almost constantly, 
assisting where he could and strengthening her courage 
as the day for her crucial appearance drew closer. She 
heeded hto. Having cut herself off from the past, he was 
all she had to cling to. Without h im she would have been 
completely alone. 

"You've become my crutdi,” she told him one night as 
he walked her home after a long session with Vanning. 
"I feel as though Td fall on my face if I didn't have you 
to lean on.” 

“In that case maybe you ought to lean a little more 
firmly.” He took her arm and drew her to him. 
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She stayed close to him, matching his stride and feeling 
his comforting warmth against her. “I mustn t become too 
dependent, though," she added. “Eventually Ill have to 
stand on my own feet." 

“And then what happens? Do you throw away the 

crutch?” , „T j » T 

She turned to him and smiled helplessly. T don t know. 

I never had that problem before.” 

Evmitually, the full Crime Commission arrived in the 
city and it was time for the public sessions to be 
launched. On the morning of the first day, Lora, esrarted 
by Dan, entered the crowded committee chamber in the 
Federal’ Court House and moved nervously down the 
side aisle to a place reserved for her three rows back from 
the hearing table. 

As she took her seat with a quaking heart, she observed 
the batteries of microphones, television cameras, and 
newsreel cameras, all strung out with their rows of 
floodlights lined up behind like so many monstrous, star¬ 
ing eyes. 

Dan noticed her dismay and whispered, "Don't let all 
fhii; staging get you down, honey. Who knows, there may 
be a Hollywood scout in the audience and you’ll be pass¬ 
ing up your big chance.” 

She responded with a wan smile. “The way I feel, I 
couldn’t even get a job as an usher.” 

There was a sudden buzz of excitement and flashbulbs 
started popping as die Commission members filed into the 
room and took their places at one side of the long table. 
Clerks scurried around busily and there was the usual 
flurry of activity, finally interrupted when Lloyd Dieting, 
the chairman, rapped his gavel and formally declared the 
session open. "The first witness will be Miss Lora Paton.” 
Now there was no turning back. 

It was a long, grueling session for the woman. Seated 
at the hearing table, facing the Commission members and 



146 SCARLET CITY 

the phalanx of cameras and microphones, she slowly 
moved ahead with hex testimony as Ernest Vanning led 
her on with questions interspersed at strategic intervals. 

She began with the fourth ward elections, recounting 
how she had established Uaison with Horgan and won 
the machine’s support for Fred Dana. 

"Then Mr. Dana knew from the very beginning that 
even though he was running on a Clean Government 
ticket, he was really Morgan’s candidate?” Vanning in¬ 
quired. 

"Yes, he knew that. I explained it to him myself.” 
“And it didn’t disturb him?" 

“No, it didn't. He was very anxious to win that election 
and wasn’t particular how he did it.” 

There were other questions in the same vein and she 
answered them all with surprising confidence. Then the 
testimony moved on to her own business relations with 
Mike Haug and she described his racket setup and her 
participation in it and how she had first met the gambler 
at John Morgan’s victory celebration. 

It was in die middle of this part of her testimony that 
she happened to glance out among the spectators who sat 
drinking in every word, and her heart jumped as she 
saw Alvin Howe, Mike's lieutenant, staring at her with 
steel-gray hostile eyes from one of the back rows. Her 
voice faltered momentarily and she heard Vanning say¬ 
ing, “Yes, Miss Paton, you were telling us that John 
Horgan took his orders from gambler Mike Haug.” 

With an effort, she tore her ^es away from Howe and 
murmured, “That’s right. Anything Horgan did . . . any- 
thing important, I mean, like picking candidates or 
proposing legislation, he always talked it over with 
Haug first and got his agreement” 

And if Haug didnt like what Horgan proposed?” 
“Then Horgan forgot about it” 

Against her will she looked out toward the rear of the 
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room and saw Alvin’s eyes still fixed on her as he sat 
with anns folded and hunched down low on die bench. 

“Now would you say that Haug’s control over Horgan 
also influenced Mr. Dana?" Vanning led her on. 

“Yes, I would.” 

“But isn’t it true that Dana personally led a raiding 
party against one of Hang's vice establishments on 
Ashfield Boulevard not so long ago? How do you explain 
that?" 

This time she hesitated. He was asking the big one and 
what she said now would determine everything . . . 
Fred's future, the party’s future . . . even her own 
future. 'That’s what A1 Howe was waiting to hear. 

Without looking at him she could see him watching 
her with those hard, icicle eyes, his head thrust forward 
to catch every word Her heart was pumping furiously 
and her throat felt hot and dry. She reached for the glass 
of water before her and brought it to her lips. Over the 
rim of the ^ass she saw Dan gazing at her intently. As 
her eyes met his he smiled and winked. 

She put down the glass and said, “That raid was a fake. 
It was arranged between Dana and Hang and myself to 
help build up Dana s reputation so that he could run 
for governor/' 

A buzz of excitement swept through the room and there 
was a mad scramble as the reporters broke for the exits 
and the nearest phones, Lloyd Diering was on his feet, 
pounding his gavel repeatedly while the guards moved 
up the aisles to restore order, Lora took the opportunity 
to look toward Alvin Howe, With a start, she saw a 
vacant space in the spot he had ocxmpied. 

The hands of the big dock back of the hearing table 
showed half-past twelve and after a brief consultation 
among the Commission members. Diering dedared a 
recess for lunch. There was a loud scraping of many feet 
and the room became a scene of confurion as spectators 
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and Commission members rose from their benches and 
chairs and milled about in all directions. 

Lora found Dan at her side, gripping her elbow and 
leading her to a small door a few feet away. ‘Ton were 
great, Lora, absolutely terrific/" he whispered joyfully in 
her ear as be ran interference for her through the mass 
of people pressing around them. "Come on, well go out 
the back way and avoid the crowds. I know a quiet 
restaurant whare we can eat without being disturbed.” 

“Anything you say, Dan ” she murmured faintly, and 
dung to him helplessly. “I—I dcm"t know what I would 
have done without you.” 

They had two hours for lunch md Lora was able to 
relax in the security of the obscure eating place where 
she was unknown to the other diners and free from 
prying eyes, 

“How do you feel?” Dan asked solidtously* Tt"s not too 
bad, is it?" 

“Bad enough,” she sighed wistfully. “I"m all worn ouL 
When this is over, Td like to go away to a quiet farm 
somewhere and feed chickens and draw water from the 
well and never hear about another election campaign for 
a thousand years.” 

Slowly the mans hand slid across die table until it 
covered hers. T know a farm just like that not more 
than eighty miles from here, run by two wonderful old 
people , . • my father and mother, I"d love to take you 
there.” 

She smiled at him sadly. "YouVe been very kind, Dan. 
Youve given me a lot of hope for the future when I 
thought there was nothing left But you mustn't fed you 
have to keep helping me ” 

"You don't understand,” he protested. Tm not offering 
anything, I'm asking.” 

She shook her head unhappily. “IVe had too much, all 
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crowded together, Dan. I don’t have the courage to start 
anything new. I-IVe become gun shy. 

He withdrew his hand slowly. ‘Tm sorry. Lora I won t 
mention it again. Maybe it’s the way you’ve said YouU 
have to stand on your own feet, first. He push^ed 
chair back from the table. "1 guess we’d better get going 
or the Commission will have the oops out lookmg for its 
star witness." 

They left the restaurant and turned up the stteec 
toward where Dan’s car was parked a block away. 
took the man’s arm and they walked in sUence, absorbed 

in their own thoughts. , v i. 

Behind them, a black sedan pulled away from the curb 
and crawled forward in low gear, clinging close to the 
sidewalk. It was a quiet street with few people a^t. 
A wmnan holding a little darkhaired girl by 
stood looking into the window of a dress diop. A little 
further down an elderly man stood in a doorway smok¬ 
ing a pipe. Suddenly there was a loud roar as the sedan 
lurch^ forward and in the same instant Dan shout^ 
“Look out, Loral” and flung himself m front of the 


She heard two deafening gun blasts and a cry ot p^ 
exploded from Dan’s lips as he crumpled heavfly to the 
sidewalk. Lora caught a fleeting glimpse of the sedan 
screeching around the comer on two wheels, but then 
from the side street into which it had plunged there came 
a terrible crash of metal against metal, mingled with the 
sounds of splintering glass, and people were rushing out 
of stores and doorways and Lora was on her 
the unconscious figure of Dan Ewing, holding his blood¬ 
less face between her hands and crying hysterically. 
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had to pull her away from the man. A cop came 
spoke to her gently and then more sharply, and then 
he called ovm- another cop and they lifted her up while 
she sobb^ bitterly and called out, “Danl Danl" over and 
over again to the motionless figure on the pavement 
The ambulance came and took him away. Other 
^bulances came, too ... for the occupants of the 
black sedan that had crashed into a six-ton truck parked 
in the side street Then a tow-truck carted off the twisted 
wreckage of the car and all that remained was the 
sawed-off shotgun with the acrid smell of burnt gun¬ 
powder still clinging to it The cops took that 
They drove Lora to ffie hospital where she was given 
a mild sedative and later they asked her questions which 
she didn’t answer very weU. She couldn’t concentrate; 
not on the questions. Her mind had fastened itself to a 
smgle overriding fact beyond which it had no capacitv 
for clear thought ^ 

“Dan!” 

He aliva -That was the last thing the doctor had 
said before the ambulance had driven away with the 
sirm wailing as though it shared her agony. He was alive 
and they were operating on him, now, somewhere in this 
very building. That’s where her thoughts were; in a white 
room smelhng rf antiseptic with the high table in the 

center and white masked doctors and nurses huddled 
over ft . . . 

“You say you knew this fellow Alvin Howe^ Miss 

150 





SCARLET CITY 151 

Patou?” It was the homicide Keutenant still asking ques- 
tions. 

With an effort, Lora turned and nodded woodenly, 
"Yes, I knew him.” Hear voice was ooIotIbss, completely 
disembodied from the turbulent emotions that boiled 
within her. “He worked for Mike Haug 
*How about the other one, Rudy Sling?” 

“He also worked for Haug. I us^ to see him around.” 
She sighed wearily. "Can’t we do this some other tim^ 
Lieutenant? I-I reaRy can’t think straight right now.” 

The police officer hesitated and Rien slap]^ his note¬ 
book shut and slipped it into his pocket “Sure, Miss 
Paton. There’s not much more to ask and I guess it can 
wait You might be interested to know that as far as we 
can make out it was Sling who fired the shots and Howe 
who drove the car.” He rose to his feet and reached for 
his hat “Not that it matters any more; tiiey’re both dead.” 

Time lost all meaning while Lora waited for the report 
from the operating room. In a small room back of the 
dispensary, where she was safe from reporters and 
photographers, she smoked a long c h a in of cigarettes and 
paced intermittently from wall to wall. And then the 
door opened and the doctor was there, weary-eyed and 
gray-faced. 

“Miss Lora Paton?” His voice was heavy with fatigue. 
“Yes? Tm Lora Paton.” 

“It’s all over . . . you can stop worrying now.” A wan 
smile glimmered on his lips. “He’s going to be all right 
*Oh.” She swayed dizzily and one hand shot out to 
grip the bade of a chair fm support “He—he’s all right 
,,. you’re sure he’s all right?" 

“He will be, in a week or two. It's just a question of 
rest and care. The bullet went in pretty deep but it didn’t 
hit any vital parts.” 

"Where is he?” She had crossed the room and was 
standing before the doctor trembling uncontrollably and 
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stmggKng to swallow down the lump that suddenly rose 
in her throat. “Can*t I see him? I must see him/ * 

“Not light now, He^s still under the anesthetic. Maybe 
this evening or tomorrow morning youll be able to go 
up there for a little while.*" He gave her a Idndly smile, 
“You related to him?*" 

Lora blushed and her eyes went misty as she mur¬ 
mured. “No, we"re not related, we re fust friends , •, veiy 
good friends.** And then before her voice choked up 
completely, she managed to whisper, “You see, he saved 
my life,*" 

Dan was sitting up in bed reading the newspaper when 
she entered and he didn*t hear h^ come in. From the 
doorway she saw his profile silhouetted against the sun¬ 
light that streamed into the room through the large 
window along the far side of the bed. He was very pale, 
even his lips were pale, and his face was drawn and his 
eyes sunk deep in their sockets. Where his right shoulder 
showed above the covers, she could see the layers of 
bandage that bulged beneath his gray hospital pajamas. 

She was still standing in the doorway when ha looked 
up and even from the distance tire twinkle in hfc eyes 
was distinctly visible, 

“Lora!** A faint tinge of red colored his cheeks and the 
smile that formed at his lips animated his whole face. 
“I’ve been waiting like a frustrated rabbit for you to 
show up,** 

She came toward him slowly, feeling tiie excitement 
mount in her. “Are you all right?** 

Certainly I m all right,” he said, “A little pooped and 
hungry as hell because they only serve oatmeal in this 
place and I hate the stuff, but otherwise Tm fine ” His 
eyes studied her critically. “You’re the one who looks beat 
up, honey. Didn’t you get any sleep?” 
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"Not mucJi,'' she mturmiireA ‘Tm not used to being shot 
at” 

of disconcerting, isn't it?” He wiggled into a 
more comfctttable position, at the same time making room 
for her to perch at the edge of the bed. ''What's doing 
on the outside? The town must be jumping with all the 
big doings ” 

*T r^y don't know * she said, T haven't even had ^e 
energy to look at a paper ” 

“You haven't seen the papers?” Dan stared at her 
incredulously. “Then you don't even know about Dana?” 

“What about him?” 

“He's finished. He withdrew his candidacy last night 
and it’s a cinch heU resign as D, A. before the week 
is out.” 

“What about Mike?” Lora asked, 

“According to the reports, the oops are grilling him 
right now. He’s in plenty of trouble , , , they're aU in 
trouble, Horgan and all his boys. If they don’t go to 
the workhouse they’ll have to go to work. For tibose guys 
it's hard to say which is worse ” 

Lora sighed wearily. “I hope it's all over and dona 
with and they just leave me alone.” 

“I hate to disiUusion yon, but it won't be as easy as 
that,” Dan said. “You're a heroine now and heroines can’t 
be hermits. The reporters will be on your neck and you'll 
be plagued with radio and television offers. Don't be 
surprised if some smart advertising man asks you to 
endorse his client's girdle with the six-way stretch.” 

“I don't wear a girdle,” Lora smiled. 

“I’ll bet.” He s^ed back and his eyes traveled ap¬ 
preciatively over the soft lines of her body. “Okay, may¬ 
be it'll be a bathing suit You wear a bathing suit, don’t 
you?” 

His buoyancy had a contagious effect “Only when I 
have to,” she said roguishly. “Up to a few years ago I 
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used to sneak out to tlie lake earty in the mornings for 
a quick dip in the raw,"" 

"Don t,” he protested. “The Aought of it is too much 
for my weakened condition.^ He gazed at her afiEection- 
ately, “Tell you what. I know a private lake where you 
can take that kind of swim any time you like." 

“Where s that?" 

“On a fann about eighty miles from here. The old 
couple who run it never go down near the water." 

She eyed him archly, “The old couple who run it have 
a son. Wiat about him?" 

“Well, of course hell be there, but he promises hell 
only peek with one eye " 

Lora blushed and looked away. “If the weather stays 
warm, maybe Ill consider the offer " she said. 

“As of tins moment, Fm praying for a heat wave * He 
reached out and took her hand and she felt his limp and 
strengthless palm in hers, 

“How long wiU you have to remain here?" she asked, 
“Does the doctor say?" 

“He’s not sure, but it won’t be more than a week at the 
most." 

“And then what?" 

“I don’t fcaow. I suppose TH have to take it easy for a 
while." 

“Of course you will. You should go out to that farm 
and get a long rest ” 

“I’ve been considering it,” he said thoughtfully. “How 
about you , , . got any plans?" 

“Y^ I have," she replied quickly, “I m going away." 

The color drained from his face and he seemed to sag 
aD over. “I see.” His voice was suddenly faint “Isn’t this 
kind of sudden?" 

“Well, I won’t be leaving for about a week," 

“And then where will you be going?" 

She looked at him gravely with eyes that were soft 
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and liquid. “I’m going to a farm about eighty miles 
from here where I have to nurse a certain tall, blue-eyed 
farmer’s son back to health and where I can go swimming 
in the raw whenever I want 

“Lora.” Unmindful of his wound, he struggled upright 
and his hand tightened around hers and drew her to 
him. “You mean that, don’t you?” 

“Of course I mean it,” she murmured softly. Her arm 
slipped behind his back to help him sit up and the next 
moment he was embracing her with the one arm he could 
move freely and his lips were pressed against hers, hot 
and ardent and seeking* 

The flame that shimmered through her made her start 
violently and a choked sob exploded from her lips* With 
unrestrained passion, she responded to his kiss and for 
an endless minute they dtmg to each other, swaying 
unsteadily on frie bed* Then she gently drew her lips 
aways and be sank back among the pillows, flushed and 
faint and breathing hard so that his chest heaved beneath 
the gray pajamas. 

“I guess not as strong as I thought,’^ h© smiled 
sheepishly. ‘The doc's probably going to say Tm running 
a fev^ ” 

‘Tou E be stronger when we get to the farm,** she 
murmured tenderly, leaning toward him and stroking his 
brow with her fingers. *T^ou U also have both arms to 
work with * 

The twinkle was back in his eyes but his voice was 
husky with emotion as he said, “I meant to tell you, 
honey. About five miles down the road from the farm, 
there's a Justice of the Peai^ who marries folks for three 
dollars a couple Isn't that interestingr 

She lowered her head so that her cheek car^sed his. 
Tt's very interesting, darling. We mustn't forget to take 
along three dollars,'" 


THE END 
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venJence .. • and get set for real tingling reading enfoymentf 
AND . . , the more btxkt you select, the lower the price becomes. In¬ 
dividual books are 35{ eadi. Or buy 3 books for —7 bocks for $2-^ 
11 hooks for ^3* 

Order today, while we sdll have all the deles b stodkl 

B^147, FOOTLOOSE FRAULEIN by Hans Habe 

He found dangerous love b soft blonde arms! The sdribg novel 
of a dark conqueror—who tasted forbidden fruit! 

B-lSl* DOLLS AND DUES by Orrie Hitt 

He was a leader of men, lustful lor power—and above aU, for 
women! He got a bdlyful of both. 

B-153, TRAILER TRAMP by Otrie Hitt 

She moved from town to eown « * . and man m man, drivbg end* 
lessly bm new and unknovm maelstroms of lust and emodonl 
B-157« PAPRIKA by Eric Voo Strolielai 

Her love was as hot as pepper. No man could resist this shameless 
gypsy trollop . ., and no man wanted tol 

B-160, HONEY GAL by Chatle* WHIeford 

He was v^te . . , she was brown, beauriful-^and bad! Deab 
honestly with a taboo subject. 

B-161. HEIX BENT by H, B. Amci 

All about Joan, who lov^ her way out of the gutter-^tnd badd 
B-m GUTTER GANG by Jay deBekkec 

They came from the futhy slums, defeated homes, beaten parents 
«.. and their midnight forays shocked a dty! 

B-l«. THE P^ATB PLEASURES OF MARY LINTON 

by William Artbuf 

She had the soul of a stripptf and the body of a bawdl 
B-17a SIDE STREET by Wright Williams 

Some called it a *Roombg House”—others gave it i different 
name! 

B-171. WILD HUNGER by Fred Malloy 

The story of Susan—who wanted more . , * murii mote, and would 
do onytMng m get it! 

B-I7Z THE WOMAN HE WANTED by Dsoma Winston 

He was rotten—she was worse! Why did she stand for his crueldet 
. . • why did she take the blows that were part of his passion? 

B-I73* FORBIDDEN FRUIT by Curtis Lucas 

She was white—he was not. A story of toda/i most eiploaive 
problem • , . love breakiDg the color barrier! 



B-175. LUST IS A WOMAN by ^arfcs . 

Too la^ Maria realiied riiat her seatdi for tbnils had maiJe her 

tlie vktiin ia an evil gaiaeJ 

B-I76. CALL SOUTH 3300s ASK FOR MpULYJ by Onio Hitt 
She made a business of pleasure. A candid dotJ that talcea you 
behind the scenes at those sales cunvenrions! 

B.177. hill HBLLIONI by Lon Williams , , 

Some girls are bad—slie was wrorsel TTie unbtusbmg tale of • 
backwoods belle, betrayed by own bo^! 

B-178. fair game by 

A rich and compelling tale of lov^arved wom^ beset by the 
wicked temptations of cosmopolitatii life* A Bhodterl 

B-1S2. FAST GIRL by Token West 

Maggie went ftoin carhop to mistress, from pwerty W Imuiy, bom 
man to man! Her kisses seared—her caresses scorched! 

B.183. THE NAKED AND THE FAIR by Hal Moore 

Bawdy ... yet deeply revealing! This hard-hrtong t^d of a 
stripper will hold you to the final word on the last page! 

B-184. CONFESSIONS OF A PSYCHIATRIST 

by Henry Lewis Nixon l . t j.- i 

Every boudoir was his office! Every paoent was his plaything! 

B.185. ROOMING HOUSE by Frtd Malloy 

Too many men knew her too well. An eapl^ve novel of splu^^ 
ffiriUs and savage jealousies ... told with unforgettable relish! 

girls trapped into a life of sbamel 

B-187. THE LUSTING BREED by Mary S. G^ch 

Wbkh would be cboose—wife or daughter? (For adults,) 

B-188. ^^®^d^^Ky-hitim8tdy--franUy--shodringly 

revealed by a teen-age addict! 

B.189. STUDIO AFFAIR by aement Wood , ,_ 

What price must a model pay foe success? A no^ of life among 
^ easy women and unconventional men of New lotfc 

B-193. THE OTHER STRANGER by Daonu W^on 

The poignant story of Blen, a girl used—bruised—ahused! They 
made her prisoner of dieir fanatic desires! 

B-194. SHABBY STREET by Otrie Mtt j. j i ™ 

The inrimate secrets of a heel and his wo^ A end lusty 

novd that moves with die white heat of a lightning bolt! 

B.195. SHE GOT WHAT SHE WANTED by Or™ Hitt 

A daring and provocative novd about a girl «dio was one part 
angel a^ two parts jungle cat! 

smashing surprise foiisb! 

B,201 HOT CARGO by Orti® Hitt ^ it i-* 

Bold adventure and wild desire in a setting sou* of HelL Gun^ 
running and wenching . . . these were for HankI 



S-204* SURABAYA by James Fox 

A swashbuckling saga of lust where East meets West, and of the 
white woman who would do anything for treasure—or pleasure. 

B-205. RED CURTAIN by DimcaA Tylor 

To love this woman was to invite torture and betrayal. An unblush¬ 
ing novel of desperate passion and poignant ecstasy. 

B-208. SPAWN OF THE BAYOU by John B- Thompson 

Turbulent . . . t^pestuoos . . , unconttollable love! A lusty 
novel of violence and passicm set in pdinitive backwater country. 

B-209. ROTTEN to THE core by Ortie Hitt 

This datiiiE novel takes you behind the scenes of the mad ad 
agenq/ world, disclosing the sin, the swindle and the scandall 

B-210. the dispossessed bv Geoffrey Wagner 

Unmasks the torments that drive a man inm abnormality! 

B-2iI, SHEBA by Ortie Hht 

She would sell anything ... if the price was right 1 The candid 
story of a seductive salesgirl who traded on her charms. 

B-21Z NUDIST CAMP by Orrie Hitt 

They worshipped nature in the rawl 

B-213* HITCH-HIKE HUSSY 

by John B. Thompson and Jack Woodford 
Anyone could pick up Sunnyl She'd go where you wanted .., and 
as far as you likedl 

B-2l4a ADULTERESS by Lon Williams 

They bilked her , . . balked her , . . beat her—then branded her 
as lost. The story of a gcwd girl gone badl 

B-2i6k STEFFI by Etinlce Gray 

Too reckl^ widi her channs—too lavish with her love . • • 

B.217, SLAVE SHIP by H. B. E>rake 

An impassioned saga of bloodiust---UEiholy desire—black, maniacal 
revelry . . . and vengeance wrought by a tortured woman. 

B-21g, STRUMPET^S SEED by Fred Malloy 

Stark and revealing; the case history of a harlods daughter-Mvho 
fought to escape her heritage! 

0-219. TABASCO by John B. Tbomp^n 

One reckless young American in a strange land , •, and six Mwling 
senoritas who tty to make him feel at home! 

B-220. SCANDALOUS LADY by Fan Nichols 

She was everybod/a girl , , . and knew what it took m please a 
man! But what twisted compulsions drove Bonnie to dls^^cc? 

B-22L THE HUSSY by Idabel WiBiains 

She had the morals of an alley cat,,, and got off to an early start! 

B-222. THE WIDOW by Orrie Hitt 

She showed men the way ... the wrong wayl 

B-223, ORRIS by Randy Salem 

An mtfmate story of the third sex . * . Told with tendemei^^-and 
unhlusKing honesty! Life in the limho of lesbianismj 

B-224- HALF-CASTE by John B. Thompson 

Danger waited—but so did a young j^Tlow girl, a sensuous blonde, 
and a bewitching half-casmf No wonder chills all turned to thrills. 



B-22& THE STRANGE ONES by Ben Travis __ 

Th* powerful novel of a lomireil soul who tned to love a woma^ 
so thaT he would not love a man! Could female caresses cure him/ 

B.227. ADD FLESH TO THE FIRE by Orrie Hitt 

A cough, taut tale of the eioric Caribbean, where some men fou^ 
for love . . . others for lust! 

B-228. NUDE BN THE MIRROR by ^rge Vi^cck 

He met Stella on a luxury txuisel She taught hun^fe mystenes of 
Solomon’s harem—a Roman oigy—a bordello m Naples . . . 

B-229. ALCOHOLIC WOMAN by Ruth M, Walsh 
Drink turned her into a sei-ctaied animail 

B‘230, ODD GIRL by Artemis Smith n . i„ 

She fought—she snuggled—she even mamed a man. But m ttie 

eixd Aim surretidered to toftUTKj wonneii like hefselil 

B-231. TAP SOFTLY ON MY BEDROOM DOOR 

by Roswell Lewis _. _ 

Modelling Bfcnda-^weet Vttfien—teasing Tawny-—erotic ray 

, , . CDiiid be handle them all? 

B-232. PRIVATE CLUB by Orrje Hitt _ i w t, „ 

Boldly takes you behind the scenes at a swank resort dub where 
unusual parties were part of the social program, 

B-233. TURNCOAT by Richard Fox , , , . , „ __, 

For sea he betrayed his country! A novel of pulsing advroture^ 
lust on the loose—of girls craey for love—of men beyond scruplesl 

B-234. NIGHT OF SHAME by Uwis Lester 

They knew each other's bodies—but not each other s namesl 

B-235. LITA by Fred Malloy i, u t. -1 

Blonde vs, brunette in a lusty fracas with no bolds barred, 

B-237. THE NEEDLE by Sloane M. Britairt . ,, 

Man or woman, aster or brother—her lust knew no txiijnds! 

B-238, CARNIVAL GIRL by Orrie Hitt , 

Foe the price of i ticket, you could enjoy Khoda s mamu* 

B-239w THE PEEPER by Orrie Hitt 

No woman was safe from his prying eyes, 

E.240a TEMPLE OF LUST by John Burton Thompson 

Womati aflame with tropic pasaioii worship a pagan idol-^e god 
of sex ! 

B-24Ia STREET WALIOBR by E, Sa Seeley 

Lorramc was in die busities^nioisey wam t the only reascai , # . 

B^243, HELL CAT by Dorine Clark 

No sin too awfule no vice too cruet 


M^244, the virgin by Don Mo™ 

Young girb on the loose in vice-riddefi Pam* 

B*245* THE YOUNG HOODS 

Every girl was fair game to the gangl 

B-246* THE DIVORCEES by Scott Stone 

A novel of diree women who had strange Ideas about ecstasy* 

0.247. TOO MANY WOMEN by Barry Devlifl 
She vowed to have him—4ic£ way! 



B-248. MARGO by Scott Stone 

Tbe nightj w«re cold—her bed wai wann! A novel about tbs 
■potting CRwd. 

B-230. TOO HOT TO HANDLE by Ome Hitt 

If you wanted pleasure, Kay would give you a flbg! 

B-251. ONE KIND OF WOMAN by Ralph Dean 

Men handled Eileen so brutally, she learned n> prefer women! 

B-25Z CHEATING WIVES by Barry Devlin 

They made a game of unfaithfuln^ An explosive novel of mar¬ 
ital mbdelityl 

B-253, NUDE IN THE SAND by John Burton Thompson 

was the strange voluptuous cteatuxe who performed erode ritea 
in the sixzling bayou sand? 

B-2!!4. SIN DOLL by Ortie Hitt 

Boldly teveala how girls are tectuited—and why! 

B-235. make sure I WIN by Barry Devlin 

What happens co young cn-eds when vice comes to die campus? 

TAKE ADVANTAGE OF OUR SPECIAL OFFER- 
MAIL ORDER COUPON NOWI 

350 each—any 3 books for jtl,00—any 7 books lor S2.00—any 11 
books for ^3.00. 


BEACON BOOKS, Dept. B-290 

117 East 31st Street, New York 16, N. Y. 

Please send me the books checked below at the price of 35{ each, 
3 for ?1.00, 7 for ?2.00 or 11 for ?3.00. I enclose.. 


ORDER BY NUMBER ONLY 
CIRCLE THE NUMBERS OF BOOKS WANTED 
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‘Tm strictly an 
amateur!” 


lORA PATON, a blonde with know-how, admitted she was an 
omoteur — in some things. But when Fred Dona, a young mon- 
abouMown, offered her a job as his secretary, she jumped at it. 
This was the man for her . . ..Even though he was married, even 
though he was greedy for political power. 

Lora soon became expert enough to teach him not only about 
love, but politicsl She made sure Fred became Alderman. She sot 
in smoke-filled rooms, pulled strings, traded herself body and soul 
to the worst elements of the wide-open, sin-soddled, festering 
town—oil for Fred. 

Then he tried to walk out on her, ond she clipped his wings. She 
became the woman behind many men, using the oge-old arts of 
her sex to control more thon ever the vice-ridden, corrupt city . * . 



THIS IS A HARD-HITTING NOVEL OF MASTERS AND PUPPETS, 
MALE AND FEMALE. IT IS A REVEALING STORY OF THE THIN 
LINE BETWEEN POLITICS AND OPEN VICE. ABOVE ALL, IT IS A 
FRANK APPRAISAL OF THE PART A BEAUTIFUL GIRL CAN PLAY 
IN SPREADING CORRUPTION, POLITICAL AND OTHERWISE. 











